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TilT C J II OLY JesuB, in whose name 
^IP^^Ify '^°'' ^'^ ^^ ^^ serviiuta claim 
M^B^^B Of the Fatiier's love, to grant 

^^flh'v^ir?' ^^ **"* ^°**^ '''^ '™'' *" """^^ ' 
fjBL "'-ill-' Tnwtiiig in Thy name alone, 
(^.■^^^^r^ Draw we new Thy Father's throne. 

Holy Jesue, at whose name. 
Through this oniversal frame. 
By the Almighty Sire's decree. 
All its dwellers bow the knee ; 
To Thy Father's name we join. 
In co-equal worship. Thine. 



Son of Man, to whom is given, 
With the majesty of heaven. 
Partner Thou of man's estate, 
For mankind to mediate ; 
Hear us when to lliee we plead, 
For Thy flock to intercede. 

Son of God, to whom of right. 
Partner of Thy Father's might, 
" Sole, adorable, and true," 
Empire o'er the world is due ; 
Hear us, when on Thee we call 
For Thy blessing, Lord of all. 



Saviour of the world, to Thee 
Ever bows the Church her knee ; 
Thee, her only Advocate ; 
Thee, exalted to Thy state, 
With the Holy Ghost most high 
In the Father's majesty. 



THE CHILDHOOD OF JESUS. 



And Thou art growing up, O Child divine ! 

While on Thy life a daily dying lies ; 
All things that open on this life of Thine 

Are preludes to Thy dying agonies. 
God, bom of God, Himself He fain would hide 
With a mean sire, the scorn of human pride ; 
And He who moulded Heaven's o'er-arching dome, 
In a poor earthly cottage makes His home. 

Hands, that sustain the pillars of heaven's roof. 

Handle the ignoble craft of feeble man ; 
The Framer of the stars, that speed aloof, 
Himself becomes a low-housed artizan. 
Lo, He who hath the world beneath His feet, 
He at whose dread behest Archangels fleet, 
And far and wide His Kingly mandates bear. 
Is subject to an humble carpenter. 



Jesu, the maiden-bom, to Thee we sing — 
Father, Son, Spirit ; Maker, Lord, and King ; — 
Glory to Thee, when earth and heav'n have gone, 
And everlasting time his course hath run. 



MABY, THE MOTHER OF JESUS. 



By the cross, sad vigil keeping, 
Stood the Mother, doleful weeping. 

Where her Son extended hung ; 
For her soul, of joy bereaved, 
Smit with anguish, deeply grieved, 

Lo ! the piercing sword had wrung. 

O how sad and sore distressed 
Now was she, that Mother blessed 

Of the sole-begotten One ! 
Woe-begone, with heart's prostration. 
Mother meek, the bitter passion 

Saw she of her glorious Son. 

Who, on Christ's fond Mother looking, 
Such extreme afiSdction brooking, 

Bom of woman, would not weep ? 
Who on Christ's fond mother thinking. 

Would not share her sorrows deep ? 



For His people's sins rejected, 
She her Jesus, unprotected, 

Saw with thorns, with scourges rent ; 
Saw her Son from judgment taken, 
Her bdov'd in death forsaken, 

Till His Spirit forth He sent. 



With Thy Mother's deep devotion, 
Make me feel her strong emotion, 

Fount of love, Bedeemer kind ! 
That my heart fresh ardour proving. 
Thee my God and Saviour loving. 

May with Thee acceptance find ! 



OETH8EMANE. 



Who hath believed our report ? to whom 
Hath Thine arm been reveal' d, Incarnate Ijord ? 

Reason confounded stands, 

And Faith silent and mute. 

O holy Lamb, slain ere the world was made, 
And hast Thou from Thy Father's bosom come, 

Thyself the sacrifice 

Dimly shadow* d of old ! 

But why thus laid upon the cold dank ground, 

Oh, why that look of fearful agony, 

While on Thy wan worn frame 
Thy blood stands, drop by drop ? 



It is the mighty anguish of Thy soul. 
And horror at the weight of other's crimes. 

To bear Thy Father's wrath, 

And terrors of the lost. 



It is the proffer'd cup Thy soul affrights : 
Ah ! if it be that Thou drink not the whole, 

We everlastingly 

Must drink, and suck the dregs ! 

But love doth master terror's agony : 

Love strong in death, and His blest Father's will ; 

Calmly He yields Himself 

To darkness and to death. 

And now unto the scourge, the twined thorn, 
The rough rude mockery, and torturing tree, 

A lamb-like victim meek. 

He bows His holy head. 

Glory to God, His only Son who gave. 
The Son who died, a living sacrifice. 

And Spirit who came down 

To light the altar flame. 
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THE RESURRECTION. 



An GELS come, on joyous pinion, 
Down the Heaven's melodious stair ; 

Triumphing o*er death's dominion, 
Up to this our lower air, 
Christ is rising. 

And doth burst the sepulchre. 

All in vain the posted station 

Of the armed soldiery, — 
All in vain the faithless nation 

Sets the seal and watches nigh ; 
Ye need not fear. 
None shall reach where He doth lie ! 

He Himself, ft*om sleep awaking, 
Who spontaneous bears the gloom. 

Through your seals, and without breaking, 
Shall come forth and leave the tomb ; 
Death cannot hold 

Him bom of a Virgin's womb. 
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When His heart stern death was rending, 
They cried out, " Thy death-bed leave, 

" And from off Thy cross descending, 
*' We will upon Thee believe." 
To death resign'd 

He would suffer no reprieve. 

No, He hath not thence descended, 

Or ye would for ever grieve, 
But firom death He hath ascended, 

Will ye not in Him believe ? 
'Tis He alone 
Can^your chains of death relieve. 



Lord, with Thee in daily dying 
May we die, and with Thee rise ; 

And on earth, ourselves denying. 
Have our hearts within the sides. 
To sing our (rod, 

ITiree in One, sole good and wise. 



MARY KAODALENE. 



Why for thy Lord dost thou thus weep and mourn, 
Like one half-broken-hearted and forlorn ? 
No need for Him that thou should* st mourn and weep, 
No need with tears an empty shroud to steep. 

He, whom thou seekest in the murky tomb, 
Hath sprung bright and victorious from the gloom ; 
He lives, He greatly lives for evermore ; 
See ! wide the rocks ope the sepulchral door. 

Why bringst thou myrrh and spices, offerings meet 
For livid corpses in their winding-sheet P 
His body blooms with immortality, 
Meet to return to His paternal sky. 

Thy tears proclaim the greatness of Thy love, 
Nor doth thy Lord thy flowing tears reprove ; 
Hear'st thou ? and know'st thou not that voice adored ? 
'Tis thine own name ! He speaks— thy Gkxl and Lord. 
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Now go, first witness and first messenger, 
Throughout the city thy glad tidings bear, 
And teach the Twelve that Christ himself is nigh. 
And, wheresoever thou speakest, standing by. 



All love, and praise, and majesty be Thine, 
Father and Son, and Holy Spirit Divine ; 
Q,uicken*d by whom, our bodies shall return. 
And in immortal bloom for ever bum. 



TU£ ASCENSION. 



O Christ, our hope, our heart's desire, 

Redemption's only spring ; 
Creator of the world art Thou, 

Its Saviour, and its King. 

How vast the mercy and the love 
Which laid our sins on Thee, 

And led Thee to a cruel death, 
To set Thy people free ! 

But now the bonds of death are burst, 
The ransom hath been paid ; 

And Thou art, on Thy Father's throne, 
In glorious robes array' d. 

O Christ, be Thou our present joy, 

Our future great reward ; 
Our only glory may it be 

To glory in the Lord. 



THE CONVEKSION OF ST. PAUL. 



Whither, Saul, this raging sense 

In thy bosom burning, 
On defenceless innocence 

All thy fury turning ? 
Other than thou hast in mind. 
An avenger shalt thou find. 

Christ is now at hand, behold, 

Who His power defieth ? 
Where is now pursuer bold ? 

On the earth he lieth : 
And Christ's armed foe e'en now 
Shall as Christ's meek herald go. 

He, who, fill'd with threatnings, sped. 
Chains and death preparing ; 

By a gentle hand is led. 
With a child-like bearing ; 

like a raging wolf he came. 

But he goes a gentle lamb. 
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Lord, men's hearts in sternest mood 

Open lie before Thee ; 
He who in Thy children's blood, 

Would blot out Thy glory, 
With His blood shall it rehearse 
Through the boimdless universe. 



Praise the Father, by whose might 

Life to us is given ; 
And the Son, by whose blest light 

We are bom to heaven ; 
And the Spirit, by whose breath 
We are saved firom endless death. 



WE LOVE HIM, BECAUSE HE FIRST LOVED IS. 



Thee will I love, my strength and tower, 
Thee will I love, my joy and crown ; 
Thee will I love with all my power. 
In all my works, and Thee alone ! 
Thee will I love, till that pure fire 
Fill my whole soul with chaste desire. 

In darkness willingly I stray'd ; 

I sought Thee, yet from Thee I roved ; 

For wide my wandering thoughts were spread, 

Thy creatures more than Thee I loved : 

And now, if more at length I see, 

'Tis through Thy light, and comes firom Thee. 

I thank Thee, uncreated Sun, 

That Thy bright beams on me have shined ; 

I thank Thee, who hast overthrown 

My foes, and heal'd my wounded mind ; 

I thank Thee, whose enlivening voice 

Bids my freed heart in Thee rejoice. 



18 

Give to my eyes refreshing tears. 

Give to my heart chaste, halloVd fires ; 

Give to my soul, with filial fears, 

The love that all heaven's host inspires ; 

That all my powers, with all their might. 

In Thy sole glory may unite. 



Thee will I love, my Joy, my Crown ! 
Thee will I love, my Lord, my God 1 
Thee will I love, though aU may frown. 
And thorns and briars perplex my road ; 
Yea, when my flesh and heart decay. 
Thee shall I love in endless day. 



TRUST IN THE LORD: WAIT PATIENTLY ON HTM. 



Give to the winds thy fears ; 

Hope, and be nndisma/d ; 
God hears thy sighs, and counts thy tears, 

Grod shall lift np thy head. 
Through waves, through clouds and storms, 

He gently clears thy way ; 
Wait thou His time ; so shall the night 

Soon end in joyous day. 

He everywhere hath sway. 

And all things serve His might ; 
His every act pure blessing is. 

His path unsullied light. 
When He makes bare His arm, 

Wliat shall His work withstand P 
When He His people's cause defends. 

Who, who shall stay His hand ? 
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Leave to His sovereign sway, 

To choose, and to command ; 
With wonder fill*d, thou then shalt own. 

How wise, how strong His hand : 
Thou comprehend* st Him not. 

Yet earth and heaven tell, 
GK>d sits as sovereign on the throne. 

He nileth all things well. 



Thou seest our weakness. Lord, 

Our hearts are known to Thee ; 
O lift Thou up the sinking hand, 

Coniirm the feeble knee ! 
Let us, in life and death. 

Boldly Thy truth declare ; 
And publish with our latest breath. 

Thy love, and guardian care. 



tc 



AS WORKERS TOGETHER WITH HIM. 



») 



High on His everlasting throne, 
The King of Saints His work surveys ; 
Marks the dear sonis He calls His own, 
And smiles on that peculiar race. 
He rests well pleased their toil to see ; 
Beneath His easy yoke they move, 
With all their heart and strength agree 
In the sweet labour of His love. 



His eye at once the world looks through, 
A vast uncultivated field ; 
Mountains and vales in ghastly show, 
A barren, uncouth prospect yield : 
Clear' d of the thorns by civil care, 
A few less hideous wastes are seen ; 
Yet still they all continue bare 
And not one spot of earth is green. 
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See where the servants of their Grod, 

A busy multitude, appear ! 

For Jesus day and night employed 

His husbandly they toil to clear. 

The love of Christ their hearts constrains, 

And strengthens their unwearied hands ; 

They spend their blood, and sweat, and pains. 

To cultivate Emmanuers lands. 

Alarm'd at their successful toil, 
Satan and his wild spirits rage. 
They labour to tear up and spoil 
And blast the rising heritage. 
In every wilderness they sow 
The seed of death, the carnal mind ; 
They would not let one virtue grow. 
Nor leave one seed of good behind. 

Yet still the servants of their Lord 
Look up and calmly persevere. 
Supported by the Master's word, 
The adverse powers they scorn to fear ; 
Gladly their happy work pursue : 
The labour of their hands is seen, 
Their hands the face of earth renew ; 
Some spots at least are lively green. 

To dig the ground they thus bestow 
Their lives ; from every soften' d clod 
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They gather out the stones, and sow 
The immortal seed, the word of Grod. 
They water it with tears and prayers, 
Then long for the returning word ; 
Happy, if all their pains and cares 
Can bring forth froit to please tlieir Lord. 

Jesus their work delighted see, 
Their industry vouchsafes to crown ; 
He kindly gives the wished increase, 
And sends the promised blessing down. 
The sap of life, the Spirit's powers, 
He rains incessant from above ; 
He all His gracious fulness showers. 
To perfect their great work of love. 



multiply thy sowers' seed. 

And fruit we every hour shall bear ; 

Throughout the world Thy gospel spread. 

Thy everlasting grace dedare : 

We aU in perfect love renew'd. 

Shall know the greatness of Thy power, 

Stand in the temple of our God 

As pillars, and go out no more. 



DIES IR^. 



The last loud trumpet's wondrous sound 
Shall through the rending tombs rebound, 
And wake the nations under ground. 

Nature and Death shall, with surprise, 

Behold the pale offenders rise, 

And view the Judge with conscious eyes. 

Then shall, with \mivei*sal dread, 
The sacred mystic book be read. 
To try the living and the dead. 

The Judge ascends His awful throne ; 
He makes each secret sin be known ; 
And all with shame confess their own. 

O then ! what interest shall I make. 
With whom shall I my refuge take. 
When the most just have cause to quake P 
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Thou mighty, fonnidable King, 
Thou mercy's unexhausted spring, 
Some comfortable pity bring ! 

Forget not what my ransom cost. 
Nor let my dear-bought soul be lost, 
In storms of guilty terror tost. 

Thou, who for me didst feel such pain, 
Whose precious blood the cross did stain. 
Let not those agonies be vain ! 

Thou whom avenging powers obey. 
Cancel my debt, too great to pay. 
Before the sad accounting-day. 

Surroimded with amazing fears, 

Whose weight my soul with anguish bears, 

I sigh, I weep, — accept my tears : 



Thou who wert moved with Mary's grief, 
And, by absolving of the thief. 
Hast given me hope, now give relief. 

Reject not my unworthy prayer ; 
Preserve me from that dangerous snare 
Which Death and gaping Hell prepare. 

Give my exalted soul a place 

Among Thy chosen right-hand race. 

The sons of God, and heirs of grace. 

c 



From that insatiable abyss. 

Where flames devour and serpents hiss. 

Promote me to Thy seat of blias. 

Prostrate my contrite heart I rend, 
My Ood, my Father, and my Friend, 

Do not forsake me in my end. 



"a man op 80EEOW8." 



Man of sorrows, and acquainted 
With our griefs, what shall we say ? 

Never yet hath language painted 
All the woes that on Thee lay. 

Had I seen Thee clothed in weakness, 

Bearing our reproach with meekness, 
To attend Thee day and night. 
Would have been my heart's delight. 

that to this heavenly Stranger 
I had here my homage paid. 

From His first sigh in the manger, 
TiU He cried " 'Tis Finished T 
That first sigh had consecrated 
Me his own, and I had waited 
On Him from his infancy 
In a constant liturgy. 

Walking, speaking, in devotion. 
Far to fields or forests strayed, 

1 had watched every motion. 

And my Lord my pattern made : 

c s 
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More have angels ne'er desired, 

Than on Him, or far retired. 
Or at home, awake, asleep. 
Fixed their wondering eyes to keep. 

Tell me, little flock beloved. 
Ye on whom shone Jesu's face. 

What within your souls then moved. 
When ye felt his kind embrace ! 

disciple, once most blessed. 
As a bosom friend caressed, 

Say, could e'er into thy mind 
Other objects entrance find I 

Oft to prayer, by night retreated. 
See Him,, from all search withdrawn ; 

Tearful eyes, and sighs repeated. 
Witness' d still the morning dawn : 

There, where he made intercession, 

1 had poured forth my confession ; 

And where for my sins He wept. 
Praying, I the watch had kept. 

Should I thus to Thee have cleaved, 
'Midst thy poverty and woes. 

On Thee, as my Lord, believed — 
Or perhaps have joined thy foes 7 

Ah ! thy mercy I had spumed ; 

But Thyself my heart hast turned ; 
Now, Thou know'st, beneath, above. 
Nought compared with Thee I love. 



I PRESS TOWAEDS THE MARK. 



'Tis not too hard, too high an aim. 
Secure, thy part in Christ to claim ; 
The sensual instinct to control. 
And warm with purer fires the soul. 
Nature will raise up all her strife. 
Foe to the flesh-abasing life. 
Loth in a Saviour's death to share. 
Her daily cross compelled to bear ; 
But grace omnipotent at length 
Shall arm the saint with saving strength ; 
Through the sharp war with aids attend. 
And his long conflict sweetly end. 

Act but the infant's gentle part, 
Grive up to love thy willing heart ; 
No fondest parent's tender breast 
Yearns like thy God's to make thee blest ; 
Taught its dear mother soon to know. 
The simplest babe its love can show, 
Bid bashful, servile fear retire, 
The task no labour will require. 
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The sovereign Father, good and kind. 
Wants but to have his child resigned ; 
Wants but thy yielding heart, no more, — 
With his rich gifts of grace to store. 
He to my soul no anguish brings. 
From thy own stubborn will it springs ; 
That foe but crucify, the bane, — 
Nought shalt thou know of frowns or pain. 

Shake from thy soul, o'erwhelmed, deprest, 
Th' encumbering load that gaUs its rest. 
That wastes its strength with bondage vain. 
With courage break th' enslaving chain ! 
Let faith exert its conquering power. 
Say, in thy fearing, trembling hour, 
** Father, thy pitying aid impart !" 
'Tis done ! a sigh can reach his heart. 

Yet if, more earnest plaints to raise. 
Awhile his succours he delays ; 
Though his kind hand thou canst not feel, 
The smart let lenient patience heal : 
Or if corruption's strength prevail ; 
And oft thy pilgrim footsteps fail. 
Lift for his grace thy louder cries, 
So shalt thou cleansed and stronger hse. 

If haply still thy mental shade 

Deep as the midnight's gloom be made. 



31 

On the sure faithful ami divine 
Finn let thy fastening trust recline. 
The gentlest Sire, the best of firiends, 
To thee, nor loss nor harm intends ; 
Though tost on the most boisterous main. 
No wreck thy vessel shall sustain. 
Should there remain of rescuing grace 
No glimpse, no shadow left to trace, 
Hear thy liord's voice, "'Tis Jesus' will" 
Believe, thou dark lost pilgrim, still ! 

Then, thy sad night of terrors past, 
Though the dread season long may last. 
Sweet peace shall from the smiling skies. 
Like a new dawn before thee rise ; 
Then shall thy faith's firm grounds appear, 
Its eyes shall view salvation clear. 

Be hence encouraged more, when tried 

On thy best Father to confide. 

Oh ! my too blind but nobler part. 

Be moved ! Be won by these, my heart ; — 

See of how rich a lot, how blest. 

The true believer stands possest. 

Come, backward soul, to God resign ; 
Peace, his best blessing, shall be thine 
Boldly recumbent on his care. 
Cast thy full burden only there. 



II. 



OLD ENGLISH : 



ELIZABETHAN : STUART : 



kc. &c. 



c s 
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L LORD, turn not thy face away 
From him that lies prostrate ; 
Lamenting sore hia sinful life. 
Before Thy Mercy-gate ; 

Which ThoQ Joit open wide for those 

That do lament their sin : 
ahut it not against me. Lord, 

But let me enter in. 



Call me not to a strict account, 

How I have lived here ; 
For then, I know right well, O Lord, 

Most vile I shall appear. 
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I need not to confess my life, 
For surely Thou canst tell 

What I have been ; and what I am, 
Thou knowest very well. 

So come I to the throne of grace. 
Where mercy doth abound, 

Desiring mercy for my sins. 
To heal my deadly wound. 



Mercy, O Lord ! mercy I ask : 

This is the total sum ; 
For mercy, Lord, is all my prayer : 

Oh let Thy mercy come ! 



HOLY 8CRIPTUKE. 



Here is the Spring where waters flow. 

To queDch our heat of sin : 
Here is the tree where truth doth grow. 

To lead our lives therein. 

Here is the Judge that stints the strife, 

Where men's devices fail : 
Here is the bread that feeds the life, 

That death cannot assail. 

The tidings of salvation dear. 
Come to our ears from hence ; 

The fortress of our faith is here, 
And shield of our defence. 

Then be not like the swine, that hath 

A penrl at his desire. 
And takes more pleasure in the trough. 

And wallowing in the mire. 
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Read not this Book, in any case, 

But with a single eye : 
Read not, but first desire God's grace 

To understand thereby. 

Pray still in faith, with this respect, 

To fructify therein ; 
That knowledge may bring this effect. 

To mortify thy sin. 

Then happy thou in all thy life, 

What so to thee befals ; 
Yea, doubly happy shalt thou be. 

When God by death thee calls. 




"arb they not all ministerino spirits?" 



And is there care in heaven ? and is there love 
In heavenly spirits to these creatures base, 
That may compassion of their evils move ? 
There is ;^-el8e much more wretched were the case 
Of men than beasts. But oh ! the exceeding grace 
Of highest God ! that loves his creatures so, 
And all his works with mercy doth embrace. 
That blessed angels He sends to and fro, 
To serve to wicked man, to serve his wicked foe. 

How oft do they their silver bowers leave 
To come to succour us that succour want ? 
How oft do they with golden pinions cleave 
The flitting sides, like flying pursuivant. 
Against foul fiends to aid us militant 7 
They for us fight, they watch and duly ward, 
And their bright squadrons round about us plant ; 
And all for love, and nothing for reward : 
Oh ! why should heavenly God to man have such regard ! 



THE OKASS WITUEBETH, TH$ FLOWER FADETH. 



Sweet day, so cool, so calm, so bright, 

The bridal of earth and sky, 
The dew shall weep thy fall to-night ; 
For thou must die. 

Sweet rose, whose hue angry and brave 

Bids the rash gazer wipe his eye. 
Thy root is ever in its grave, 
And thou must die. 

Sweet Spring, full of sweet days and roses, 

A box where sweets compacted lie. 
My music shews ye have your closes. 
And all must die. 

Only a sweet and vii'tuous soul» 

Like season' d timber, never gives ; 
But though the whole world turn to a coal, 
Then chiefly lives. 



" FKOM WHOM COMETH EVERY GOOD AND PERFECT 

GIFT." 



My stock lies dead, and no increase 

Doth my dull husbandry improve : 
O let thy graces, without cease. 
Drop from above ! 

If still the sun should hide his face, 

Thy house would but a dungeon prove. 
Thy works night*s captives : O let grace 
Drop from above ! 

The dew doth every morning fall ; 

And shall the dew outstrip thy Dove ? 
The dew, for which grass cannot call. 
Drops from above. 

Death is still working like a mole. 

And digs my grave at each remove : 
Let grace work too, and on my soul 
Drop from above. 
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Sin is still hammering my heart. 
Unto a hardness, void of love : 
Let supplying grace, to cross his art. 
Drop from above. 



O come, for thou dost know the way ; 

Or, if to me thou wilt not move, 
Remove me where I need not say, — 
Drop from above. 



HAYING COMPASSION ON OUK INFIRMITIES. 



Throw away thy rod, 
Throw away thy wrath ; 

my God, 

Take the gentle path. 

For my heart's desire 
Unto thine is bent : 

1 aspire 

To a full consent. 

Not a word or look 
I affect to own. 
But by book. 
And thy book alone. 

Though I fail, I weep : 
Though I halt in pace, 

Yet 1 creep 
To the throne of grace. 
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Then let wrath remove ; 
Love will do the deed : 

For with love 
Stouy hearts will bleed. 

Love is swift of foot : 
Love* 8 a man of war, 

And can shoot, 
And can hit from far. 

"Who can 'scape his bow ? 
That which wrought on Thecj 

Brought Thee low, 
Needs must work on me : 



Throw away Thy rod ; 
Though man frailties hath ; 

Thou art God : 
Throw away Thy wrath. 



If 



DOING ALL TO THE OLORY OF GOD. 



»» 



Teach me, my God and King, 
In all things thee to see. 
And what I do in anything. 
To do it as for thee *. 

Not rudely, as a beast, 
To run into an action ; 
But still to make thee prepossest 
And give it his perfection. 

A man that looks on glass. 
On it may stay his eye ; 
Or if he pleaseth, through it pass. 
And then the heaven spy. 



All may of thee partake : 
Nothing can be so mean, 
Which with his tincture * For thy sake ' 
Will not grow bright and clean. 
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A servant with this clause 
Makes drudgeiy divine : 
Who sweeps a room, as for thy laws. 
Makes that and the action fine. 



This is the famous stone 
That tumeth all to gold : 
For that which God doth touch and own 
Cannot for less be told. 



«( 



THE EYE IS NOT SATISFIED WITH SEEINQ ; NOR 
THE EAR WITH HEARING." 



When Qod at first made man, 
Ha^dDg a glass of blessing standing by ; 
Let us, said He, pour on him all we can : 
Let the world's riches, which dispersed lie, 

Contract into a span. 

So strength first made a way : 
Then beauty flow'd, then wisdom, honour, pleasure : 
When almost all was out, God made a stay. 
Perceiving that alone, of all his treasure. 

Rest, in the bottom lay. 

For if I should, said He, 
Bestow this jewel also on my creature. 
He would adore my gifts instead of me. 
And rest in nature, not the Gbd of nature : 

So both should losers be. 

Yet let him keep the rest. 
But keep them with repining restlessness : 
Let him be rich, and weary, that at least. 
If goodness lead him not, yet weariness 

May toss him to my breast. 



<< 



O THE DEPTH OF THE RICHES ! 



ti 



Sweetest Saviour, if my soul 

Were but worth the having, 

Quickly should I then control 

Any thought of waving. 
But when all my care and pains 
Cannot give the name of gains 
To thy wretch so fuU of stains, 
What delight or hope remains P 

' What, child, is the balance thine ? 

Thine the poize and measure P 
If I say thou shalt be mine. 

Finger not my treasure. 
What the gains in having thee 
Doth amount to, only He 
Who for man was sold, can see : 
That trnnsferr'd the account to me.* 



But as I can see no merit 
Leading to this favour. 

So the way to fit me for it 
Is beyond my savour. 
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As the reason then is thine, 
So the way is none of mine ; 
I disclaim the whole design ; 
Sin disclaims, and I resign. 



* That is all, if ^Ad/ I could 

Get without repining, 
And my clay, my creature would 

Follow my designing ; 
That as I did freely part 
With my glory and desert, 
Left all joys to feel all smart* 



Ah ! no more : thou break' st my heart ! 



PSALM XLVI. 



God is our refuge, our strong tower ; 
Securing by His mighty power 
When dangers threaten to devour. 

Thus armed, no fears shall chill our blood. 
Though earth no longer stedfast stood, 
And shook her hills into the flood. 

Although the troubled ocean rise 
In foaming billows to the skies ; 
And mountains shake with horrid noise. 

Clear streams purl from a crystal spring. 
Which gladness to God's city bring, 
The mansion of the Eternal King. 



He in her centre takes his place, 
What foe can her fair towers deface. 
Protected by His early grace ? 
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Tumultuary nations rose 

And armed troops our walls inclose, 

But His fear'd mce unnerv'd our foes. 

The Lord of Hosts is on our side ; 

The Qod by Jacob magnified ; 

Our strength, on whom we have relied. 

Come, see the wonders he hath wrought 
Who hath to desolation brought 
Those kingdoms which our ruin sought. 

He makes destructive wars surcease ; 
The earth, deflowered of her increase. 
Restores with universal peace. 

He breaks their bows, unarms their quivers, 
The bloody spear in pieces shivers. 
Their chariots to the flame delivers. 

Forbear, and know that I the Lord 
Will by all nations be adored : 
Prais'd with unanimous accord. 

The Lord of Hosts is on our side, 

The Gkxi by Jacob magnified? 

Our strength, on Whom we have relied. 
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IT rs APPOINTED UNTO ALL KEN ONCE TO DIE. 



The glories of our blood and state, 

Are shadows, not substantial things : 
There is no armour against fate : 
' Death lays his icy hands on kings ; 

Sceptre and crown 

Must tumble down, 
And in the dust be equal made 
With the poor crooked scythe and spade. 

Some men with swords may reap the field. 
And plant fresh laurels where they kill ; 
But their strong nerves at last must yield. 
They tame but one another still. 
Early or late 
They stoop to fate. 
And must give up their murmuring breath. 
When they, pale captives, creep to death. 
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The garlands wither on your brow. 

Then boast no more your mighty deeds 
Upon death's purple altar now. 
See where the victor-yictim bleeds ! 
Your heads must come 
To the cold tomb. 
Only the actions of the just 
Smell sweet and blossom in the dust. 



it 



HE CAN CARRY NOTHING WITH HIM WHEN HE 

DIETH." 



Wages of Sin is death : tlie day is come. 

Wherein the equal hand of death must sum 

The several items of man's fading glory 

Into the easy total of one story. 

The brows that sweat for kingdoms and renown. 

To glorify their temples with a crown ; 

At length grow cold, and leave their honoured name 

To flourish in the uncertain blast of fame. 

This is the height that glorious mortals can 

Attain ; this is the highest pitch of man. 

The mighty conqueror of the earth's great ball. 

Whose unconfined limits were too small 

For his extreme ambition to deserve, — 

Six feet of length and three of breadth must serve. 

This is the highest pitch that man can fly ; 

While, after all his triumph, he must die. 
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Lives he in wealth ? Doth well-deserved store 
limit his wish, that he can wish no more ? 
And does the fairest bounty of increase 
Crown him with plenty, and his days with peace ? 
It is a right-hand blessing : but supply 
Of wealth cannot secure him ; he must die. 



Lives he in pleasure ? Does perpetual mirth 
Lend him a little heaven upon this earth P 
Meets he no sudden care, no sudden loss 
To cool his joys ? Breathes he without a cross P 
Wants he no pleasure that his wanton eye 
Can crave or hope from fortune ? He must die. 

lives he in honour P hath his fair desert 
Obtained the freedom of his prince's heart P 
Or may his more familiar hands disburse 
His liberal favours from the royal purse P 
Alas ! his honour cannot soar too high 
For pale-faced Death to follow ; he must die. 

Lives he a conqueror ? and doth heaven bless 
His heart with spirit, that spirit with success ; 
Success with glory ; glory with a name 
To live with the eternity of fame? 
The progress of his lasting fame may vie 
With time : but yet the conqueror must die. 
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Great and good God I thou Lord of life and death. 
In whom the creature hath its being, breath ; 
Teach me to under-prize this life, and I 
Shall find my loss the easier when I die. 
So raise my feeble thoughts and duU desire. 
That, when these vain and weary days expire, 
I may discard my flesh with joy, and quit 
My better part of this false earth, and it 
Of some more sin ; and for this transitory 
And tedious life ei^oy a life of glory. 



WHO HAVE PLED TO TAKE REFUGE. 



Ah ! whether shall I fly P what path untrod 
Shall I seek out to 'scape the flaming rod 
Of my offended, of my angry God ? 

Where shall I sojourn ? what kind sea will hide 
My head from thunder ? where shall I abide. 
Until his flames be quenched or laid aside ? 

What if these feet should take their hasty flight. 
And seek protection in the shades of night? 
Alas ! no shade can blind the God of light. 

What if my soul should take the wings of day, 
And find some desert ; if she spring away, 
The wings of vengeance wave as fast as they. 

What if some solid rock should entertain 
My frighted soul ? can solid rocks restrain 
ITie stroke of justice, and not cleave in twain ? 

D 8 
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Nor sea, nor shade, nor shield, nor rock, nor cavOy 

Nor silent deserts, nor the silent grave. 

Where flame-eyed fury means to smite, can save. 

'Tis vain to flee ; 'till gentle mercy show 

Her better eye, the further off" we go. 

The swing of justice deals the mightier blow. 

Tlie ingenuous child, corrected, doth not fly 
His angry mother's hand, but clings more nigh. 
And quenches with his tears her flaming eye. 



Great God ! there is no safety here below. 

Thou art my fortress, thou that seem'st my foe, 

'Tis thou, that strikest the stroke, must guard the blow. 



* OUR LIFE IS EVEN AS A VAPOUR ! WHICH APPEAR- 
ETH FOR A LITTLE WHILE, AND THEN VANISHETH 
AWAY." 



Like to the falling of a star, 

Or as the flights of eagles are, 

Or like the fresh spring's gaudy hue, 

Or silver drops of morning dew ; 

Or like a wind that chafes the flood, 

Or bubble which on water stood, 

E'en such is man, whose borrow'd light 

Is straight called in and paid to-night. 

The wind blows out, the bubble dies, 
The spring entombed in autumn lies ; 
The stream dries up, the star is shot, 
The flight is past, and man forgot. 
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HE FLEETH ALSO AS A SHADOW, AND CONTINUETH 

NOT." 



As withereth the primrose by the river, 
As fadeth summer's sun from gliding fountains. 
As vanishetli the light blown bubble eyer, 
As melteth snow upon the mossy mountains : 
So melts, so vanishes, so fades, so withers 
The rose, the shine, the bubble, and the snow. 
Of praise, pomp, glory, joy (which short life gathers). 
Fair praise, vain pomp, sweet glory, brittle joy ! 
The withered primrose by the mourning river, 
The faded summer* s sim, from weeping fountains. 
The light blown, vanished for ever. 
The molten snow upon the naked mountains. 
Are emblems that the treasures we uplay, 
Soon wither, vanish, fade, and melt away. 



if 



YOUR LIFE IS HID WITH CHRIST IN OOD. 



»> 



O Thou great Power ! in whom I move, 
For whom I live, to whom I die, 

Behold me through thy beams of love, 
Whilst on this couch of tears I lie ; 

And cleanse my sordid soul within 

By thy Christ's blood, the bath for sin. 

No hallowed oils, no gums I need, 
No rags of saints, no purging fire ; 

One rosy drop from David's seed. 

Was worlds of seas to quench thine ire ; 

Oh precious ransom ! which once paid. 

That " consummatum est " was said ; — 



And said by Him, that said no more. 
But sealed it with His sacred breath : 

Thou then, that has dispunged my score. 
And, dying, wert the death of death, 

Be to me now, on Thee I call, 

My life, my strength, my joy, my all I 



" I AM NOW BEADY TO BE OFFEBED, AND THE TIME 
OF MY DEPABTUBE IS AT HAND." 



The seas are quiet when the winds are o'er ; 
So calm are we when passions are no more ! 
For then we know how vain it was to boast 
Of fleeting things, so certain to be lost. 

Clouds of affection from our younger eyes 
Conceal that emptiness which age descries : 
The soul*s dark cottage, battered and decayed, 
Lets in new lights thro* chinks that time has made. 



Stronger by weakness, wiser, men become, 
As they draw near to their eternal home ; 
Leaving the old, both worlds at once they view, 
That stand upon the threshold of the new. 



it 



HOLD UP MY GOINGS IN THY PATHS, THAT MY 



FOOTSTEPS SLIP NOT. 



»> 



Who knows, when he to go from home, 

Departeth from his door, 
Or when or how he back shall come, 

Or whetlier never more. 
For some who walk abroad in health, 

In sickness back are brought ; 
And some who have gone forth with wealth. 

Have back returned with nought. 



Lord, therefore now I go abroad, 

My guard I Thee confess ; 
And humbly beg of Thee, O God, 

My going forth to bless. 
Go with me whither I would go. 

Stay with me where I stay, 
Do for me what I ought to do. 

Speak Thou what I should say. 
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From taking wrong, from doing liarm, 

From thoughts and speeches ill. 
From passion's rage, from pleasure's charm. 

Vouchsafe to keep me still. 
Let me abroad some blessing find. 

And let no curse the while 
Befal to that I leave behind, 

My honest hopes to spoil ! 



But let my going out and in. 

My thoughts, my words, and ways. 
Be always safe, still free from sin. 

And ever to Thy praise. 
And when my pains effect shall take. 

Or times of stay are spent. 
With health and credit bring me back. 

With comfort and content. 



OM THE DEATH OF CATHEBTNE THOMSON. 



When Faith and Love, which parted from thee never, 
Had ripened thy just soul to dwell with God, 
Meekly thou didst resign this earthly load 
Of death. caUed life ; which us from life doth sever. 

Thy works, and alms, and all thy good endeavour. 
Staid not behind, nor in the grave were trod ; 
But, as Faith pointed with her golden rod. 
Followed thee up to joy and bliss for ever ! 

Love led them on, and Faith, who knew them best 
Thy handmaids, clad them o*er with purple beams 
And azure wings, that up they flew so drest, 

And spake the truth of thee on glorious themes 
Before the Judge ; who thenceforth bade thee rest. 
And drink thy fill of pure immortal streams. 



ON THE AUTHOB*S BLINDNESS. 



When I consider how my light is spent 

Ere half niy days, in this dark world and wide ; 
And that one talent, which is death to hide. 
Lodged with me useless, though my soul more bent 

To serve therewitli my Maker, and present 
My true account, lest He, returning, chide ; — 
" Doth God exact day-laboar, light denied P " 
I fondly ask : But Patience, to prevent 

That murmur, soon replies, — " God doth not need 
Either man's work, or his own gifts ; who best 
Bear his mild yoke, they serve Him best ; his state 

Is kingly ; thousands at his bidding speed, 
And post o'er land and ocean without rest ; 
They also serve, who only stand and wait." 



SACBED MUSIC. 



Blest pair of Syrens, pledges of Heaven's joy. 

Sphere-bom harmonious sisters. Voice and Verse, 

Wed your divinest sounds, and mixed power employ 

Dead things with inbreathed sense able to pierce ; 

And to our high -raised phantasy present 

Tliat undisturbed song of pure concent. 

Aye sung before the sapphire-coloured throne, 

To Him that sits thereon, 

With saintly shout, and solemn jubilee : 

Where the bright seraphim, in burning row. 

Their loud uplifted angel -trumpets blow ; 

And the cherubic host, in thousand quires. 

Touch their immortal harps of golden wires. 

With those just spirits that wear victorious palms, 

Hymns devout and holy psalms 

Singing everlastingly : 

That we on earth, with undiscording voice 

May rightly answer that melodious noise ; 
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As once we did, till disproportioned sin 

Jarred against nature's chime, and with harsh din 

Broke the fair music that all creatures made. 

To their great Lord, whose love their motion swayed 

In perfect diapason, whilst they stood 

In first obedience, and their state of good. 

Oh, may we soon again renew that song. 

And keep in tune with heaven, till God ere long 

To his celestial concert us unite. 

To live with him, and sing in endless mom of light. 



(( 



THE 8PIBIT ALSO HELPETH OUR INFIRMITIES. 



ff 



Many are the sayings of the wise 

In ancient and in modern books enrolled, 

Extolling patience as the truest fortitude ; 

And to the bearing well of aU calamities, 

All chances incident to man's frail life. 

Consolatories writ 

With studied argument, and much persuasion sought, 

Lenient of grief and anxious thought. 

But with th' afflicted in his pangs their sound 

Little prevails, or rather seems a tune 

Harsh, and of dissonant mood from his conjuring up. 

Unless he feels within 

Some source of consolation from above. 

Secret refreshings, that repair his strength. 

And fainting spirits uphold. 



€t 



HAVING A DESIBE TO DEPART, AND TO BE WITH 

CHRIST." 



Lord, it belongs not to my care, 

Whether I die or live ; 
To live and serve Thee is my share, 

And this Thy grace must give. 
If life be long, I will be glad, 

That I may long obey ; 
If short, yet why should I be sad. 

That shall have the same pay ? 

Christ leads me through no darker rooms 

Than He went through before ; 
He that unto God's kingdom comes 

Must enter by this door. 
Come, Lord ! when grace has made me meet 

Thy blessed face to see ; 
For if Thy work on earth be sweet. 

What must Thy glory be P 
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Then shall I end my sad complaints. 

And weary, sinful days, 
And join with the triumphant saints, 

That sing Jehovah's praise. 
My knowledge of that life is small, 

The eye of faith is dim ; 
But 'tis enough that Christ knows all, 

And I shall be with Him. 



it 



RISINQ UP A QKEAT WHILE BEFORE DAY, — 



HE PRAYED." 



When first tby eyes unveil, give thy soul leave 

To do the like ; our bodies but forerun 

The spirit's duty ; true hearts spread and heave 

Unto their Gk)d as flowers do to the sun ; 

Give Him thy first thoughts then, so shalt thou keep 

Him company all day, and in Him sleep. 

Yet never sleep the sun up ; prayer should 
Dawn with the day ; there are set, awful hours 
Twixt heaven and us ; the manna was not good 
After sun-rising ; far day suUies flowers : 
Rise to prevent the sun ; sleep doth sins glut. 
And heaven's gate opens when the world's is shut. 

Walk with thy fellow-creatures : note the hush 
And whisperings amongst them. Not a spring 
Or leaf but hath his morning hymn ; each bush 
And oak doth know I AM. — Canst thou not sing ? 
Above thy cares and follies ! go this way, 
And thou art sure to prosper all the day. 
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Serve Qod before the world : let Him not go 
Until thou hast a blessing ; then resign 
The whole imto Him, and remember who 
Prevail'd by wrestling ere the sun did shine : 
Pour oil upon the stones, weep for thy sin, 
Then journey on, and have an eye to heaven. 

Mornings are mysteries : the first. World's youth, 
Man's resurrection, and the future's bud. 
Shroud in their births ; the crown of life, light, trutb, 
Is styled their star ; the stone and hidden food : 
Three blessings wait upon them, one of which 
Should move — they make us holy, happy, rich. 

When the world's up, and every swarm abroad, 
Keep well thy temper^ mix not with each day ; 
Despatch necessities ; life hath a load 
Which must be carried on, and safely may : 
Yet keep these cares without thee ; let the heart 
Be God's alone, and choose the better part. 



E 



III. 



A. D. 1700—1760. 



ADDISON, TATE, DODDRIDGE. 



Ac. &c. 



^ t^ ^m.^ 




TENI CREATOR aPIEITUS. 

iJi^KEATOB Spirit, by whose aid 
Vj^Tfae world's foundatioas first were laid, 
■^"^Come, visit every humble mind ; 
Come, pour Thy joys on humaD kind ; 
Prom sin and sorrow set us free, 
And make Thy temples worthy Thee. 

O source of uncreated light. 
The Father's promised Paraclete ! 
Thrice holy fount, thrice holy fire. 
Our hearts with heavenly love inspire ; 
Come, and Thy sacred unction bring. 
To sanctify us, while we sing. 
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Plenteous of grace, descend from high. 

Rich in Thy sevenfold energy ! 

Thou strength of His Almighty hand, 

Whose power doth heaven and earth command ; 

Proceeding Spirit, our defence. 

Who doth the gift of tongues dispense, 

And crown' st thy gift with eloquence. 

Kefine and purge oiir earthly parts ; 
But, oh, inflame and fire our hearts ! 
Our frailties help, our wills control. 
Submit the senses to the soul ; 
And when rebellious they are grown, 
Then lay Thy hand, and hold them down. 

Chase from our minds the infernal foe. 
And peace, the fruit of love, bestow ; 
And lest our feet should step astray. 
Protect and guide us in the way. 

Make us eternal truths receive. 
And practise all that we believe • 
Give us Thyself, that we may see 
The Father, and the Son, by Thee. 

Immortal honour, endless fame. 
Attend the Almighty Father's name ; 
The Saviour Son be glorified. 
Who for lost man's redemption died : 
And equal adoration be. 
Eternal Paraclete, to Thee. 



FROM PSALM CTII. 



How are thy servants blest, O Lord ! 

How sure is their defence ! 
Eternal wisdom is their guide ; 

Their help, Omnipotence. 

In foreign realms, and lands remote, 

Supported by thy care, 
Through burning climes I passed unhurt. 

And breathed untainted air. 

Thy mercy sweetened every soil, 

Made every region please ; 
The hoary Alpine hills it warmed. 

And smoothed the Tyrrhene seas. 

Think, O my soul, devoutly think. 

How, with affrighted eyes. 
Thou sawest the wide extended deep 

In all its horrors rise ! 
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Yet then from all my griefs, O Lord, 

Thy mercy set me free ; 
While, in the confidence of prayer. 

My soul took hold on Thee. 

For though in dreadful whirls we hung 

High on the broken wave, 
I knew Thou wert not slow to hear. 

Nor impotent to save. 

The storm was laid, the winds retired. 

Obedient to Thy will ; 
The sea, that roared at Thy oommand. 

At Thy command was still. 

In midst of dangers, fears, and death. 

Thy goodness I'll adore ; 
And praise Thee for Thy mercies past. 

And humbly hope for more. 



My life, if Thou preservest my life, 

Thy sacrifice shall be ; 
And death, when death must be my doom. 

Shall join my soul to Thee. 



FROM PSALM XIX. 



The spacious finnament on high. 

With all the blue ethereal sky. 

And spangled heavens, a shining frame, 

Their great original proclaim. 

Th' unwearied sun, from day to day, 

Doth his Creator's power display. 

And publishes to every land 

The works of an Almighty hand. 



Soon as the evening shades prevail, 
The moon takes up the wondrous tale. 
And nightly, to the listening earth. 
Repeats the story of her birth ; 
Whilst all the stars that round her burn, 
And all the planets in their turn, 
Confirm the tidings as they roU, 
And spread the truth from pole to pole. 

B0 






\- 
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What though, in solemn silenoe, all 
Move round this dark terrestrial ball !- 
What though no real voice nor sound 
Amid their radiant orbs be found ! — 
In reason's ear they all rejoice, 
And utter forth a glorious voice ; 
For ever singing, as they shine, 
** The hand that made us is divine." 



FROM PSALM CXXX. 

When, rising from the bed of death, 
O'erwhelmed with guilt and fear, 

I see my Maker face to face, — 
Oh ! how shall I appear I 

If now, while pardon may be found. 

And mercy may be sought. 
My heart with inward horror shrinks, 

And trembles at the thought, — 

When Thou, O Lord ! shall stand disclosed 

In majesty severe. 
And sit in judgment on my soul. 

Oh ! how shall I appear ! 

But Thou hast told the troubled soul, 

That doth her sins lament. 
That Jesus suffered imto death 

Her sufferings to prevent. 
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Then never shall my soul despair, 

Thy mercy to procure. 
Since Christ, thine only Son, hath died 

To make that pardon sure ! 



PSALM XL VI. 



God is our refuge in distress, 

A present help when dangers press ; 

In him undaunted we*ll confide *. 
Though earth were from her centre tost. 
And mountains in the ocean lost, 

Tom piece-meal by the roaring tide. 

A gentler stream, with gladness still 
The city of our Lord shall fill, 

The royal seat of God most high : 
God dwells in Sion, whose fair towers 
Shall mock th' assaults of earthly powers. 

While his almighty aid is nigh. 

In tumults when the heathen raged, 
And kingdoms war against us waged, 

He thundered, and dispersed their powers 
The Lord of Hosts conducts our arms. 
Our tower of refuge in alarms. 

Our fathers* guardian Gt)d and ours. 
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Come, see the wonders He hath wroiigfat» 
On earth what desolation brought ; 

How He has calmed the jarring world 
He broke the warlike spear and bow ; 
With them the thundering chariots too 

Into devouring flames were hurled. 



Submit to God's almighty sway. 
For Him the heathen shall obey, 

And earth her sovereign Lord confess 
The Grod of Hosts conducts our arms. 
Our tower of refuge in alarms, 

As to our fathers in distress. 



FROM PSALM CUT. 



The Lord abounds with tender love, 
And unexampled acts of grace ; 

His wakened wrath doth slowly move, 
His willing mercy flows apace. 

God will not always hai'shly chide. 
But with His anger swiftly part : 

And loves His punishments to guide, 
More by His love than our desert. 

As high as heaven its arch extends 
Above this little spot of clay. 

So much His boundless love transcends 
The small respects that we can pay. 

As far as 'tis from east to west. 
So far has He our sins removed ; 

Who, with a father's tender breast. 
Has such as fear Him always loved. 



FROM F8ALM CIV. 



Bl£88 Qod, my soul ! — ^Thou> Lord, alone 
Possessest empire without bounds ; 

With honour Thou art crown'd. Thy throne 
Eternal majesty surrounds. 

With light Thou dost Thyself enrobe. 

And glory for a garment take ; 
Heav'n's curtains stretch beyond the globe, 

Thy canopy of state to make. 

Grod builds on liquid air, and forms 
His palace-chambers in the sides ; 

The clouds his chariots are, and storms 
The swift-winged steeds with which he flies. 



As bright as flame, as swifl as wind. 
His ministers heaven's palace fiU ; 

All have their sundry tasks assigned ; 
All proud to serve their Sovereign's will. 



89 

The various troops of sea and land 
In sense of common want agree ; 

All wait on Thy dispensing hand. 
And have their daily alms from Thee. 

They gather what Thy stores disperse, 
Without their trouble to provide : 

Thou op'st Thine hand, The Universe, 
The craving world, is all supplied. 

Thou for a moment hid*st Thy face, — 
The numerous ranks of creatures mourn ; 

Thou tak'st their breath, all nature's race 
Forthwith to mother earth return. 

Again Thou send'st Thy Spirit forth 
T* inspire the mass with vital seed ; 

Nature's restor'd, and parent earth 
Smiles on her new -created breed. 



Thus through successive ages stands, 
Firm fix'd, Thy providential care ; 

Pleas'd with the work of Thy own hands. 
Thou dost the wastes of time repair. 



PSALM CXXl. 



To Sion's hill t lift my eyes, 
From thence expecting aid ; 

From Sion's hill, and Sion's God, 
Who heaven and earth has made. 

Then thou, my soul, in safety rest. 
Thy Guardian will not sleep : 

His watchful care, that Israel guards. 
Will Israel's monarch keep. 

Sheltered beneath the Almighty's wings 

Thou shalt securely rest, 
\M)ere neither sun nor moon shall thee 

By day or night molest. 

At home, abroad, in peace, in war. 

Thy God shall thee defend ; 
Conduct thee through life's pilgrimage, 

Safe to thy journey's end. 



FROM PSALM XVII. 



What sinners value, I resign ; 
Lord, 'tis enough that Thou art mine : 
I shall behold Thy blissful face, 
And stand complete in righteousness. 

This life's a dream, an empty show ; 
But the bright world to which I go 
Hath joys substantial and sincere ; 
When shall I wake, and find me there ? 

glorious hour ! O bless' d abode ! 

1 shall be near and like my Grod ! 
And flesh and sin no more control 
The sacred pleasures of the soul. 

My flesh shall slumber in the ground 
Till the last trumpet's joyful sound ; 
Then burst the chains with sweet surprise. 
And in my Saviour's image rise. 



'* WHEN THE SON OF MAN SHALL COMX IN HT8 OLOBT." 



And will the Judge descend P 
And must the dead arise ? 
And not a single soul escape 
His all-discerning eyes P 

How will thy heart endure 
The terrors of that day ; 
When earth and heaven, before His face. 
Astonished, shrink away? 

Fly, then, to seek His grace, 
Whose wrath thou can'st not bear : 
Fly to the shelter of His cross, 
And find salvation there. 

So shall that curse remove 
By which the Saviour bled. 
And the last awful day shall pour 
Its blessings on your head. 



'* THERE REMAINETH A REST FOR THE PEOPLE OF GOD." 



Lord of the Sabbath, hear us pray, 
In this thy house, on this thy day ; 
And own, as grateful sacrifice, 
The songs which from thy temple rise. 

Thine earthly Sabbaths, Lord, we love ; 
But there's a nobler rest above ; 
To that our labouring souls aspire 
With ardent hope and strong desire. 

No more fatigue, no more distress, 
Nor sin, nor death, shall reach that place ; 
No sighs shall mingle with the songs 
That warble from immortal tongues. 

No rude alarms of raging foes, 
No cares to break the long repose. 
No midnight shade, no clouded sun, — 
But sacred, high, eternal noon. 
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O long expected day, begin ; 
Dawn on these realms of woe and sin ; 
Fain would we leave this weaiy road. 
And sleep in death, to rest with God. 



FROM PSALM XC. 



B EM ABE, my soul, the narrow bound 

Of the revolving year ; 
How swifl the weeks complete their rounds. 

How short the months appear ! 

So fast eternity comes on, 

And that important day, 
When all that mortal hand has done, 

Grod's judgment shall survey. 

Yet like an idle tale we pass 

The swift advancing year ; 
And study artful ways t'increase 

The speed of its career. 

Waken, O Gk)d, this trifling heart. 

Its great concern to see ; 
That I may act the Christian part. 

And give the year to Thee. 
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So shall their course more grateful roll. 

If future years arise ; 
Or this shall bear my joyful soul 

To bliss that never dies. 



•• L0VE8T THOU ME MOEE THAN THESE?" 



Do not I love Thee, O my Lord ? — 

Behold my heart and see ; 
And turn each hateful idol out, 

That dares to rival Thee. 

• 

Do not I love Thee from my soul ? 

Then let me nothing love ; 
Dead be my heart to every joy, 

When Jesus cannot move. 

Is not thv name melodious still. 

To mine attentive ear ? — 
Doth not each pulse with pleasure bound, 

My Saviour's voice to hear ? 

Hast Thou a lamb in all thy flock, 

I would disdain to feed ? 
Hast Thou a foe before whose face 

I fear thy cause to plead ? 
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Would uot my heart pour forth its blood 

In honour of thy name ? 
And challenge the cold hand of death 

To damp the immortal flame P 



Thou knowest I love Thee, dearest Lord ; 

But Oh ! I long to soar. 
Far from the sphere of mortal joys. 

And learn to love Thee more. 



i( 



O MY QOD, BE NOT FAB FROM ME ! " 



Beset with snares on every hand. 
In life's uncertain path I stand : 
Saviour Divine, diffuse Thy light, 
To guide my doubtful footsteps right. 

O may this roving, treacherous heart, 
Like Mary choose the better part ; 
And scorn the trifles of a day, 
For joys that none can take away. 

Then let the wildest storms arise, 
Let tempests mingle earth and skies. 
No fatal shipwreck shall I fear. 
But all my treasures with me bear. 



If Thou, my Saviour, still art nigh. 
Cheerful I live, and joyful die ; 
Secure, when mortal comforts flee. 
To find ten thousand worlds in Thee. 

F 2 
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COMMUNE WITH TOUR OWN HEART UPON TOUR BED, 

AND BE STILL." 



Interval of grateful shade. 
Welcome to my weary head ! 
My Great Master still allows 
Needful periods of repose. 

By my Heavenly Father blest. 
Thus I give myself to rest. 
Heavenly Father ! gracious name ! 
Night and day His love the same ! 

Far be each suspicious thought, 
Every anxious care forgot : 
Thou, my ever-bounteous God, 
Crown' st my days with various good. 

Thy kind eye, which cannot sleep. 
These defenceless hours shall keep : 
Blest vicissitude to me ! 
Day and night I'm still with Thee. 
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T\Tiat thoogh downy slumbers flee. 
Strangers to my couch and me ! 
Sleepless, well I know to rest, 
Lodg'd witMn my Father's breast. 

While the empress of the night 
Scatters mild her silver light, 
While the vivid planets stray 
Various through their mystic way- 
While the stars imnumber'd roll 
Bound the ever-constant pole. 
Far above the spangled skies 
All my soul to God shall rise — 

'Midst the silence of the night 
Mingling with those angels bright. 
Whose harmonious voices raise 
Ceaseless love and ceaseless praise. 

Through the throng His gentle ear 
Shall my tuneless accents hear : 
From on high doth He impart 
Secret comfort to my heart. 

He, in these serenest hours, 
Gruides my intellectual powers. 
And His Spirit doth difluse 
Sweeter far than midnight dews — 
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Lifting all my thoughts above. 
On the wings of fiEdth and love : 
Blest alternative to me, 
Thus to sleep, or wake, with Thee ! 

What if death my sleep invade, 
Should I be of death afraid ? 
While encircled by Thine arm, 
Death may strike, but cannot harm. 

WTiat if beams of opening day 
Shine around my breathless clay. 
Brighter visions from on high 
Shall regale my mental eye. 

See ! a flood of sacred light, 
Which no more shall yield to night ! 
Transitory world, farewell ! 
Jesus calls with Him to dwell. 



With Thy heavenly presence blest. 
Death is life, and labour rest : 
AVelcome sleep or death to me. 
Still secure, for still with Thee ! 



*• LORD, LIFT THOU UP THE LIGHT OF THY 
COUNTENANCE UPON US ! " 



In vain the erring world inquires 

For some substantial good ; 
While earth confiues their low desires, 

They live on airy food. 

Illusive dreams of happiness 
Their eager thoughts employ ; 

They wake, convinced their boasted bliss 
Was visionary joy. 

Begone, ye gilded vanities ! 

I seek some solid good : 
To real bliss my wishes rise — 

The favour of my God. 

Immortal joy Thy smiles impart, 

Heaven dawns in every ray ; 
One glimpse of Thee will cheer my heart, 

And turn my night to day. 
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Not all the good which earth bestowB 

Can fill the craving mind ; 
Its highest joys have mingled woes, 

And leave a sting behind. 

Should boundless wealth increase my store. 

Can wealth my cares beguile ? 
I should be wretched still, and poor. 

Without Thy blissful smile. 



Grant, gracious God, this one request : — 

Oh ! be Thy love alone 
My ample portion ; — ^here I rest, 

For heaven is in the boon. 



c< 



ALL 18 VANITY, AND VEXATION OF SPIRIT. 



»» 



Ah ! why should this immortal mind, 
Enslaved by sense, be thus confined. 

And never, never rise ! 
\Miy, thus amused with empty toys, 
And soothed with visionary joys, 

Forget her native skies ? 

The mind was formed to mount sublime, 
Beyond the narrow bounds of time. 

To everlasting things ; 
But earthly vapours cloud her sight, 
And hang with cold oppressive weight 

Upon her drooping wings. 



The world employs its various snai-es. 
Of hopes and pleasures, pains and cares. 

And chained to earth I lie : 
When shall my fettered powers be free, 
And leave these seats of vanity, 

And upward learn to fly ? 

P 5 
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Bright scenes of bliss, undouded skies, 
Invite my soul ; — O could I rise. 

Nor leave a thought below ! 
rd bid farewell to anxious care. 
And say to every tempting snare, 

" Heaven calls, and I must go." 



Heaven calls, and can I yet delay ? 
Can aught on earth engage my stay P 

Ah, wretched, lingering heart ! 
Come, Lord, with strength, and life, and light, 
Assist and guide my upward flight. 

And bid the world depart. 



" THE PEACE OP GOD, WHICH PAS8ETH ALL 
UNDEE8TANDING." 



Father ! whate'er of earthly bliss 

Thy sovereign will denies ; 
Accepted at thy throne of grace. 

Let this petition rise ; 

Give me a calm, a thankful heart, 

From every murmur free ; 
The blessings of thy grace impart, 

And let me live to Thee : 

I^et the sweet hope that thou art mine, 

My life and death attend ; 
Thy presence through my journey shine, 

And crown my journey's end. 



(( 



IP YE LOVED HE, TE WOULD KEJOIOE, BECAUSE 
I GO UNTO MY FATHER." 



Forgive, blest shade, the tributary tear 
That mourns thy exit from a world like this ; 
Forgive the wish that would have kept thee here, 
And stayed thy progress to the seats of bliss. 

No more confined to grovelling scenes of night, 
No more a tenant pent in mortal clay ; 
Now should we rather bail thy glorious flight. 
And track thy journey to the realms of day. 



THERE SHALL BE NO NIGHT THERE. 



Far from these narrow scenes of night, 

Unbounded glories rise ; 
And realms of infinite delight, 

Unseen by mortal eyes. 

There pain and sickness never come. 
And grief no more complains ; 

Health triumphs in immortal bloom. 
And endless pleasure reigns. 

No cloud these blissful regions know, 
Eealms ever bright and fair ! 

For sin, the source of mortal woe, 
Can never enter there. 

There no alternate night is known. 

Nor sun's imperfect ray. 
But glory, from the sacred throne. 

Spreads everlasting day. 
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Fair distant land ! could now our eyes 
But half its charms explore. 

How would our spirits long to rise, 
And dwell on earth no more ! 



Oh, may the heav'nly vision fire 
Our hearts with ardent love, 

Till wings of faith and strong desire 
Bear every thought above. 



•• THE LORD IS MY LIGHT AND MY SALVATION.'* 



My Grod, the spring of all my joys, 

The life of my delights, 
The glory of my brighter days, 

And comfort of my nights. 

In darkest shades if Thou appear, 

My dawning is begun ; 
Thou art my soul's sweet morning star. 

And Thou my rising sun. 

The opening heavens around me shine. 
With beams of sacred bliss. 

While Jesus shews His heart is mine. 
And whispers, I am His. 

My soul would leave this heavy clay 
At that transporting word ; 

Run up with joy the shining way 
T' embrace my dearest Lord. 
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Fearless of hell and ghastly death, 
Fd break through every foe ; 

The wings of love, and arms of faith. 
Should bear me conqueror through. 



"AND THERE SHALL BE NO MORE CURSE !" 



There is a land of pure delight. 
Where saints immortal reign ; 

Infinite day excludes the night. 
And pleasures banish pain. 

There everlasting spring abides. 
And never-withering flowers : 

Death, like a narrow sea, divides 
This heavenly land from ours. 

Sweet fields, beyond the swelling flood, 
Stand dress'd in Uving green : 

So to the Jews old Canaan stood, 
While Jordan roll'd between. 

But timorous mortals start and shrink 

To cross this narrow sea. 
And linger shivering on the brink, 

And fear to launch away. 
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Oh I could we make our doubts remove, 
Those gloomy doubts that rise ; 

And see the Canaan that we love 
With unbedouded eyes, — 



Could we but climb where Moses stood. 

And view the landscape o'er. 
Not Jordan's stream, nor death's cold flood, 

Should fright us from the shore. 
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BELOVED, NOW ARE WE THE SONS OF GOD. 
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Behold, what wondrous grace 
The Father hath bestow'd 
On sinners of a mortal race, 
To call them sons of God. 

'Tis no surprising thing. 
That we should be unknown ; 
The Jewish world knew not their King, 
God's everlasting Son. 

Nor doth it yet appear 
How great we must be made ; 
But when we see our Saviour here. 
We shall be like our Head. 



A hope so much divine 
May trials well endure ; 
May purge our souls from sense and sin. 
As Christ the Lord is pure. 
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If in my Pather's love 
I share a filial part, 
Send down Thy Spirit, like a dove, 
To rest upon my heart. 



I would no longer lie 
A slave beneath the throne ; 
My faith shall Abba ! Father ! cry. 
And Thou the kindred own. 



" WHO SHALL DELIVER ME FROM THE BODY OF 

THIS DEATH !" 



How sad our state by nature is ! 

Our sin, how deep it stains ! 
And Satan binds our captive minds, 

Fast in bis slavish chains. 

But there's a voice of sovereign grace 
Sounds from the sacred word : 

ye despairing sinners, come, 
And trust upon the Lord. 

My soul obeys th' almighty call. 
And runs to this relief ; 

1 would believe thy promise, Lord, 

O help my unbelief! 

To the rich fountain of thy blood, 

Incarnate God, I fly ; 
Here let me wash my spotted soul 

From crimes of deepest dye. 
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A guilty, weak, and helpless wonn. 

In Thy kind arms I M : 
Be Thou my strength and righteousness. 

My Jesus, and my all. 



IV. 



HART : WESLEY : TOPLADY : 



&c. &c. 
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QETIiSEHAKE. 

fESUS, while He dwelt below, 
As divine hlBtorians say, 
To a place would often go ; 

Near to Kedron's brook it lay ; 
Id this place He loved to be ; 
And 'twas named Gethaemane. 



'TwBs a garden, Hs we read. 

At the foot of Olivet, 
IjOw, and proper to be made 

The Bedeemer's lone retreat : 
When from noise He would be free. 
Then He sought GethscmnDe. 
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Thither, by their Master brought, 
His disciples likewise came ; 

There the heavenly truths He taught 
Often set their hearts on flame ; 

Therefore they, as well as He, 

Visited Gethsemane. 



Oft conversing here they sat ; 

Or might join with Christ in prayer ; 
Oh ! what blest devotion's that, 

When the Lord himself is there ! 
All things to them seem'd t' agree 
To endear Gethsemane. 



Full of love to man's lost race, 
On the conflict much He thought ; 

This He knew the destined place, 
And He lov'd the sacred spot ; 

Therefore Jesus chose to be 

Often in Gethsemane. 



Came at length the dreadful night ; 

Vengeance, with its iron rod, 
Stood, and with collected might. 

Bruised the harmless Lamb of God ; 
See, my soul, thy Saviour see. 
Prostrate in Gethsemane ! 
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View Him in that olive-press. 

Wrung with anguish, whelm'd in blood ! 
Hear Him pray in his distress. 

With strong cries and tears, to God : 
Then reflect what sin must be, 
Gazing on Gethsemane. 



Gloomy garden, on thy beds, 
Wash'd by Kedron's yater-pool, 

Grow most rank and bitter weeds. 
Think on these, my soul, my soul ! 

Would' st thou sin's dominion see, 

Call to mind Gethsemane. 



Eden, from each flowery bed. 

Did for man short sweetness breathe ; 

Soon, by Satan's counsel led, 

Man wrought sin, and sin wrought death ; 

But, of life, the healing tree. 

Grows in rich Gethsemane. 



Hither, Lord, Thou did'st resort. 
Oft-times with thy little train ; 

Here wouldst keep thy private court, 
Oh ! confer that grace again : 

Lord, resort with worthless me 

Oft-times to Gethsemane. 

o 2 
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True, I caa*t deserve to share 

In a favour so divine ; 
But since sin first fixed Thee there. 

None have greater sins than mine ; 
And to this my woful plea, 
Witness thou, Gethsemane ! 



Sins against a holy God ; 

Sins against his righteous laws ; 
Sins against his love, his blood. 

Sins against his name and cause, — 
Sins immense as is the sea : 
— Hide me, O Gethsemane ! 



Saviour, all the stone remove 
From my flinty, frozen heart ; 

Thaw it with the beams of love, 
Pierce it with thy mercy's dart ; 

Wound the heart that wounded Thee ; 

— Break it in Gethsemane I 
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HE SHALL TAKE OF MINE, AND SHALL SHEW ]T 

UNTO YOU." 



Come, Holy Spirit, come ; 
Let Thy bright beams arise : 
Dispel the darkness from our minds, 
And open all our eyes. 

Cheer our desponding hearts, 
Thou heavenly Paraclete ; 
Give us to lie, with humble hope, 
At our Redeemer's feet. 

Revive our drooping faith ; 
Our doubts and fears remove ; 
And kindle in our hearts the flame 
Of never-dying love. 



Convince us of our sin ; 
Then lead to Jesu's blood ; 
And to our wond'ring view reveal 
The secret love of God. 
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Shew us that loving Man, 
That rules the courts of bUss, 
The Lord of Hosts, the mighty God, 
Th' eternal Prince of Peace. 

'Tis thine to cleanse the heart. 
To sanctify the soul. 
To pour fresh life on every part. 
And new-create the whole. 

If thou, celestial Dove, 
Thine influence withdraw. 
What easy victims soon we fall 
To conscience, wrath, and law. 

No longer bums our love ; 
Our faith and patience fail ; 
Our sin revives ; and death and hell 
Our feeble souls assail. 



Dwell, therefore, in our hearts ; 
Oiu" minds from bondage free ; 
Then shall we know, and praise, and love, 
The Father, Son, and Thee. 



I WILL TAKE AWAY THE HEART OF STONE/ 



Oh ! for a glance of heavenly day, 
To take this stubborn stone away ; 
And thaw, with beams of love divine, 
This heart, this frozen heart of mine. 

The rocks can rend ; the earth can quake ; 
The seas can soar ; the mountains shake ; 
Of feeling, all things show some sign, 
But this unfeeling heart of mine. 

To hear the sorrows thou hast felt. 
Dear Lord, an adamant would melt ; 
But I can read each moving line. 
And nothing move this heart of mine. 

Thy judgments, too, unmoved I hear, 
(Amazing thought !) which devils fear : 
Goodness and wrath in vain combine, 
To stir this stupid heart of mine. 
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But sometbing yet can do the deed ; 
And that dear something much I need ; 
Thy Spirit can from dross refiue. 
And move and melt this heart of mine. 



'* COME BOLDLY UNTO THE THRONE OF OKACE." 



Prayer was appointed to convey 
The blessings God designs to give : 

Long as they live should Christians pray ; 
For only wliile they pray, they live. 

The Christian's heart his prayer indites ; 

He speaks as prompted from within : 
The Spirit his petition writes ; 

And Christ receives and gives it in. 

And wilt thou in dead silence lie, 

When Christ stands waiting for thy prayer ? 
My soul, thou hast a friend on high ; 

Arise, and try thine interest there. 



If pain afflict, or wrongs oppress ; 

If cares distract, or fears dismay ; 
If guilt deject ; if sin distress ; 

The remedy's before thee ; Pray. 



G 5 
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"lis prayer supports the soul tliat*8 weak ; 

Though thought be broken, language lame,- 
Pray : if thou canst, or canst not, speak : 

But pray with faith in Jesu's name. 



Depend on Him ; thou canst not fail : 
Make all thy wants and wishes known : 

Fear not ; His merits must prevail : 
Ask what thou wilt, it shall be done. 



'* WHO BY SEARCHING CAN FIND OUT GOD?'* 



Shall foolish, weak, short-sighted mau 

Beyond archangels go, 
The great Almighty God explain. 

Or to perfection know ? 
His attributes divinely soar 

Above the creature's sight, 
And prostrate seraphin adore 

The glorious Infinite. 

Jehovah's everlasting days, 

They cannot numbered be ; 
Incomprehensible the space 

Of thine immensity ; 
Thy wisdom's depths by reason's line 

In vain we strive to sound. 
Or stretch our labouring thought t' assign 

Omnipotence a bound. 
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Tlic brightness of thy glories leaves 

Description far below ; 
Nor man's, nor angel's heart conceives 

How deep thy mercies flow : 
Thv love is most unsearchable, 

And dazzles all above ; 
They gaze, but cannot count or tell 

The treasures of thv love I 



' I WILL NOT LET THEE GO, EXCEPT THOU BLESS 

ME !*' 



Come, O Thou traveller unknown. 
Whom still 1 hold, but cannot see ! 

My company before is gone, 
And I am left alone with Thee ; 

With Thee all night I mean to stay, 

And wrestle till the break of day. 

I need not teU Thee who I am ; 

My misery or sin declare ; 
Thyself hast called me by my name ; 

Look on Thy hands and read it there 
But who, I ask Thee, who art Thou P 
Tell me Thy name, and tell me now. 

In vain Thou stnigglcst to get free, 
I never will unloose my hold : 

Art Thou the Man that died for me ? 
The secret of thy love unfold : 

Wrestling, I will not let Thee go, 

Till I Thy name. Thy nature know. 
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Wilt Thou not yet to me reveal 
Thy new, unutterable name ? 

Tell me, T still beseech Thee, tell ? 
To know it now, resolved I am : 

Wrestling, I will not let Thee go. 

Till I Thy name. Thy nature know. 



What though my sinking flesh complain. 
And murmur to contend so long, 

I rise superior to my pain ; 
When I am weak, then am I strong : 

And when my all of strength shall fail, 

I shall with the God-man prevail. 



My strength is gone, my nature dies, 
I sink beneath Thy mighty hand ; 

Faint, to revive, and fall, to rise ; 
I fall, and yet by faith I stand, — 

I stand, and will not let Thee go. 

Till I Thy name, Thy nature know. 



Yield to mc now, — for I am weak. 
But confident in self-despair ; 

Speak to my lieart, in blessings speak ; 
Be conquered by my instant prayer ; 

Speak, or Thou never hence shalt move, 

And tell me, if Tliv name be Love. 
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'Tis Love ! 'tis Love ! Thou diedst for me ; 

I hear Thy whisper in my heart : 
The morning breaks, the shadows flee ; 

Pure, Universal Love, Thou art : 
To me, to all. Thy bowels move : 
Thy nature and Thy name is Love. 



My prayer hath power with God ; the grace 

Unspeakable I now receive ; 
Through faith I see Thee face to face ; 

I see Thee face to face, and live ; 
In vain I have not wept and strove ; 
Thy nature and Thy name is Love. 



I know Thee, Saviour, who Thou art, 
Jesus, the feeble sinner's friend ; 

Nor wilt Thou with the night depart, 
But stay, and love me to the end : 

Thy mercies never shall remove ; 

Thy nature and Thy name is Love. 



The Sun of Righteousness on me 

Hath rose, with healing in His wings ; 

Wither'd my nature's strength, from Thee 
My soul its life and succour brings ; • 

My help is all laid up above ; 

Thy nature and Thy name is Love. 
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Contented now, upon my thigh 
I halt, till life's short jonrney end ; 

All helplessness, all weakness, I 
On Thee alone for strength depend ; 

Nor have I power firom Thee to move ; 

Thy nature and Thy name is Love. 



Lame as I am, I take the prey ; 

Hell, earth, and sin, with ease o'ercome ; 
I leap for joy, pursue my way, 

And, as a bounding hart, fly home ; 
Through all eternity to prove, 
Thy nature and Thy name is Love. 



'* MAKE ME A CLEAN HEART, O GOD ! 
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O FOR a heart to praise my God, 
A heart from sin set free ! 

A heart that always feels Thy blood. 
So freely shed for me ! 

A heart resign* d, submissive, meek. 
My great Redeemer's throne ; 

Where only Christ is heard to speak. 
Where Jesus reigns alone ! 

An humble, lowly, contrite heart. 
Believing, true, and clean ! 

Which neither death nor life can part 
From Him that dwells within ! 



A heart in every thought renewed. 

And full of love divine ; 
Perfect, and right, and pure, and good,- 

A copy. Lord, of Thine ! 
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Fruit of Thy gracious lips, on me 
Bestow that peace unknown ; 

The hidden manna, and the tree 
Of life, and the white stone. 



Thy nature, gracious Lord, impart. 
Come quickly from above ; 

Write Thy new name upon my heart, 
Thy new, best name of Love. 



MY GRACE IS SUFFICIENT FOE THEE. 



Jesus, my strength, my hope, 
On Thee I cast my care ; 
"With humble confidence look up. 
And know Thou hear'st my prayer. 

Give me on Thee to wait, 
Till I can all things do ; 
On Thee, Almighty to create. 
Almighty to renew. 

I want a sober mind ; 
A self- renouncing will, 
"Which tramples down, and casts behind 
The baits of pleasing ill ; 

A soul inured to pain. 
To hardship, grief, and loss ; 
Bold to take up, firm to sustain. 
The consecrated cross. 
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I want a godly fear, 
A quick-discerning eye, 
AVhich looks to Thee, when sin is near. 
And sees the Tempter fly ; 

A spirit still prepared. 
And arm*d with jealous care ; 
For ever standing on its guard. 
And watching unto prayer. 

I rest upon Thy word, 
Thy promise is for me ; 
My succour and salvation, Lord, 
Shall surely come from Thee. 



But let me still abide, 
Nor from my hope remove, 
Till Thou my waiting soul shalt guide 
Into thy perfect love. 



*• I HAVE FOUGHT A GOOD FIGHT !'' 



" I THE good fight have fought " — 

when shall I declare ! 
Tlic victory by my Saviour got, 

1 long with Paul to share. 
O may I triumph so, 

AMien all my warfare's past ! 
And (lying, find my latest foe 
Under my feet at last ! 

This blessed word be mine. 

Just as the port is gainM ; — 
** Kept by the power of grace divine, 

I have the faith maintained : " 
The apostles of my Lord, 

To whom it first was given. 
They could not speak a greater word. 

Nor all the saints in heaven. 



" CAN THESE DRY BONES LIVE P 
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Caught by the Almighty hand. 
That Spirit of the Lord, 
Carried beyond myself I stand, 
A witness of His word ; — 

I see the book unseal'd, 
Least of the prophets' sons, 
I mark Ezekiel's valley fill*d 
With visionary bones ! 

Many they are and dry, 
Sj)read through the open vale, 
Millions of lifeless souls they lie 
Within the Christian pale : 

1 pass the churches through, 
The scattered bones I see, 
And Christendom appears in view 
A hideous Calvary. 



i 
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Can these dry bones perceive 
The quickening power of grace, 
Or Christian infidels retrieve 
The life of righteousness ? 

All-good, Almighty Lord, 
Thou know'st Thine own design, 
The virtue of Thine own great word, 
The energy divine. 

Now for Thy mercy's sake 
Let lliy great word proceed, 
Dispensed by whom Thou wilt, to wake 
The spiritually dead : 

Send forth to prophesy 
Thy chosen messenger. 
And Thou the gospel word apply. 
And force the world to hear. 

* Hear, ye dry bones, and feel. 
The word of truth and grace ; 
I will in you Myself reveal, 
I wiU your spirits raise : * 

Jehovah speaks the word ! 
The promise is for you. 
Ye shall be gradually restored, 
And fashion' d all anew. 
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Lord, while at Thy oommand 
Thy servants prophesy, 
O let it spread throogh every land. 
The sound of Jesus nigh ! 



The dead professors shake. 
And with Thy quickening breath. 
Dispose their senseless soub to wake 
Out of the sleep of death. 



u 



WHOM THE LORD LOYETH, HE CHA8TENETH. 



»» 



God of my life, how good, how wise, 
Thy judgments to my soul have been ! 

They were but mercies in disguise, 
The painful remedies of sin : 

How different now Thy ways appear, — 

Most merciful, when most severe ! 

Since first the maze of life I trod. 
Hast Thou not hedged about my way ; 

My worldly, vain designs withstood. 
And robbed my passions of their prey,- 

Withhdd the fuel from the fire, 

And crossed each foolish, fond desire ? 



How oft didst Thou my soul withhold. 
And baffle my pursuit of fame. 

And mortify my lust of gold. 
And blast me in my surest aim ; 

Withdraw my animal delight. 

And starve my grovelling appetite ! 

H 
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Thou wouldst not let Thy captive go. 
Or leave me to my carnal will ; 

Thy love forbad my rest below. 
Thy patient love pursued me still ; 

And forced me from my sin to part. 

And tore the idol from my heart. 



But can I now the loss lament. 
Or murmur at Thy friendly blow P 

Thy friendly blow my heart hath rent 
From every seeming good below : 

Thrice happy loss ! which makes me see 

My happiness alone in Thee. 



•* I WILL GUIDE THEE WITH MINE EYE." 



Help, Lord, to whom for help I fly, 
And still my tempted soul stand by, 

Throughout the evil day ! 
The sacred watchfulness impart, 
And "keep the issues of my heart. 

And stir me up to pray. 

My soul with Thy whole armour arm ; 
In each approach of sin alarm. 

And show the danger near ! 
Surround, sustain, and strengthen me, 
And fill with godly jealousy. 

And sanctifying fear. 

Whene'er my careless hands hang down, 
O let me see Thy gathering frown. 

And feel Thy warning eye : 
And starting, cry, from ruin's brink, 
' Save, Jesus, or I yield, I sink ! 

O save me, or I die ! ' 

H2 
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If near the pit I ra8hly stray. 
Before I wholly fall away, 

The keen conviction dart : 
llccal me by that pitying look. 
That kind, upbraiding glance, which broke 

Unfaithful Peter's heart. 



*' A COVERT FROM THE STORM." 



Jesus, refuge of my soul, 

Let me to Thy bosom fly. 
While the raging billows roll, 

While the tempest still is high : 
Hide me, O my Saviour, hide, 

Till the storapi of life is past ; 
Safe into the haven guide. 

Then receive my soul at last. 

Other refuge have I none. 

Hangs my helpless soul on Thee ; 
Leave, ah, leave me not alone, 

Still support and comfort me : — 
All my trust on Thee is staid. 

All my help from Thee I bring ; 
Cover my defenceless head. 

With the shadow of Thy wing. 
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Thou, O Christ, art all I want ; 

All in all in Thee I find : 
Raise the fjedlen, cheer the faint. 

Heal the sick, and lead the blind ! 
Just and holy is Thy name, 

I am all unrighteousness ; 
Vile and fiill of sin I am. 

Thou art full of truth and grace. 



Plenteous grace ^vith Thee is found, 

Grace to pardon all my sin ; 
Let the healing streams abound, 

Make and keep me pure within : — 
Thou of life the fountain art, 

Freely let me take of Thee ; 
Spring Thou up within my heart. 

Rise to all eternity. 



*ir THAT BY ANY MEANS I MIGHT ATTAIN TO THE 



RESURRECTION OF THE DEAD. 
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Thou God of glorious majesty, 
To Thee, against myself, to Thee, 

A worm of earth, I cry : 
An half-awakened child of man. 
An heir of endless bliss or pain, 

A sinner bom to die ! 

Lo ! on a narrow neck of land, 
*Twixt two unbounded seas I stand. 

Secure, insensible : 
A point of time, a moment's space. 
Removes me to that heavenly place, 

Or shuts me up in hell. 



O God, mine inmost soul convert ! 
And deeply on my thoughtless heart 

Eternal things impress : 
Give me to feel their solemn weight, 
And tremble on the brink of fate, 

And wake to righteousness. 
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Before me place in dread array, 
The pomp of that tremendous day. 

When Thou with douds shalt come, 
To judge the nations at Thy bar ; 
And tell me. Lord, shall I be there. 

To meet a joyful doom P 

Be this my one great business here. 
With godly jealousy and fear 

Eternal bliss t*insure : 
Thine utmost counsel to fulfil. 
And suffer all Thy righteous will. 

And to the end endure. 



Then, Saviour, then my soul receive. 
Transported from this vale to live 

And reign with Thee above ! 
Where faith is sweetly lost in sight. 
And hope in full, supreme delight, 

And everlasting love. 



I WOULD NOT LIVE ALWAY. 



No, I would not always live. 
Always sin, repent, and grieve, 
Always in my dungeon groan, 
Always serve a God unknown ; 
Or if Thou appear* st to me. 
Darkly through a glass I see, 
Know in part, and deeply mourn. 
Till I to Thy arms return. 

Pardoned, still for sin I grieve, 
Never can myself forgive ; 
Weeping, tho' my heart were pure, 
Would I to the end endure ; 
Still lament, and daily die. 
Till my Saviour from the sky 
Wipe the gracious tears away, 
Bear me to eternal day. 
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''LOBD JESUS, EECEIYE MY SPIKIT!" 



Shrinking from the cold hand of death, 
I soon shall gather np my feet ; 

Shall soon resign my mortal breath. 
And die, my fathers' God to meet. 

Numbered among Thy people, I 
Expect with joy Thy face to see : 

Because Thou didst for sinners die, 
Jesus, in death remember me ! 

O that without a lingering groan 
I may the welcome word receive ; 

My body, with my charge, lay down. 
And cease at once to work and live ! 

Walk with me through the dreadfid shade. 
And certify that Thou art mine ; 

My spiiit, calm and imdismayed, 
I shall into Thy hands resign. 



155 

No anxious donbts, no guilty gloom, 
Shall damp when Jesu's presence cheers ; 

My light, my life, my God is come, 
And gloiy in his face appears ! 



In age and feebleness extreme, 
Who shall a helpless worm redeem ? 
— Jesus, my only hope Thou art, 
Strength of my failing flesh and heart ! 
Oh ! could I catch a smile from Thee, 
And drop into eternity ! 



" O DEATH, WHERE IS THY 8TIN0 ?" 



Deathless principle, arise ! 
Soar, thou native of the sides ! 
Pearl of price, by Jesus bought. 
To His glorious likeness wrought ! 
Go to shine before His throne ; 
Deck His mediatorial crown ; 
Go, His triumph to adorn, — 
Made for God, to God return. 



Lo ! He beckons from on high, — 
Fearless to His presence fly : 
Thine the merit of His blood ; 
Thine the righteousness of Gwl ! 
Angels, joyful to attend, 
Hovering, round thy pillow bend ; 
Wait to catch the signal given. 
And escort thee quick to heaven. 
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Is thy earthly house distressed. 
Willing to retain her guest ? 
'Tis not thou, but she, must die. 
Fly, celestial tenant, fly I 
Burst thy shackles, drop thy clay ; 
Sweetly breathe thyself away : 
Singing, to thy crown remove, 
Swift of wing, and fired with loye. 



Shudder not to pass the stream ; 
Venture all thy care on Him ; 
Him, whose dying lore and power 
Still'd its tossing, hush'd its roar. 
Safe is the expanded wave ; 
Gentle as a summer's eve ; 
Not one object of His care 
Ever sufFer'd shipwreck there. 



See the haven full in view ! 

Love divine shall bear thee through. 

Trust to that propitious gale ; 

Weigh thy anchor, spread thy sail. 

Saints in glory perfect made. 

Wait thy passage through the shade ; 

Ardent for thy coming o'er, 

See ! they throng the blissfid shore. 
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Mount, their transports to improve ; 
Join the longing choir above ; 
SwifUy to their wish be given ; 
Kindle higher joy in heaven. — 
Such the prospects that arise 
To the dying Christian's eyes ; 
Such the glorious vista, Faith 
Opens through the shades of death. 



ro KNOW THE LOVE OF CHEIST, WHICH PASSETH 

KNOWLEDGE." 



Happiness ! thou loyely name, 

Where's thy seat ? O tell me where ! 

Learning, pleasure, wealth and fame. 
All ciy out, * It is not here.' 

Not the wisdom of the wise, 

Can inform me where it lies ; 

Not the grandeur of the great 

Can the bliss I seek create. 

Object of my first desire, 

Jesus ! crucified for me. 
All to happiness aspire, 

Only to be found in Thee ! 
Thee to praise and Thee to know, 
Constitute our bliss below ; 
Thee to see, and Thee to love. 
Constitute our bliss aboye. 
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Lord ! it is not life to live, 

If Thy presence Thou deny. 
Lord ! if Thou thy presence give, 

'Tis no longer death to die. 
Source and Giver of repose, 
Singly from Thy smile it flows ; 
Peace and happiness are Thine, 
Mine they are, if Thou art mine. 



Whilst I feel Thy love to me. 
Every object teems with joy : 

Here, O may I walk with Thee. 
Then into Thy presence die ! 

Let mc but Thyself possess, 

Total sum of happiness ! 

Real bliss I then shall prove, 

Heaven below, and heaven above. 



c< 



LET THIS MIND BE IN YOU, WHICH WAS IN 

CHBIST JESUS." 



Lord, I feel a carnal mind, 

That hangs about me still. 
Vainly though I strive to bind 

My own rebellious will : — 
Is not haughtiness of heart 

The gulf between my God and me ? 
Meek Redeemer, now impart 

Thine own humility. 

Pain would I my Lord pursue. 

Be all my Saviour taught ; 
Do as Jesus bids me do, 

And think as Jesus thought : 
But 'tis Thou must change the heart. 

The perfect gift must come from Thee 
Meek Bedeemer, now impart 

Thine own humility. 
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Lord, I cannot, must not rest. 

Till I Thy mind obtain. 
Chase presumption from my breast. 

And all Thy mildness gain I 
Give me. Lord, thy gentle heart. 

Thy lowly mind my portion be : 
Meek Bedeemer, now impart 

Thine own humility. 

Let Thy cross my will control. 

Confirm me to my Guide ; 
In Thine image moidd my soul, 

And crucify my pride : 
Give me, Lord, a contrite heart, 

A heart that always looks to Thee : 
Meek Bedeemer, now impart 

Thine own humility. 

Tear away my every boast. 

My stubborn mind abase ; 
Saviour ! fix my only trust 

In Thy redeeming grace : 
Give me a submissive heart, 

From pride and self-dependence free ; 
Meek Bedeemer, now impart 

Thine own humility. 



MY MEDITATION OF HIM SHALL BE SWEET. 



When langour and disease invade 
This trembling house of clay, 

"Ks sweet to look beyond our cage, 
And long to soar away. 

Sweet to look inward, and attend 
The whispers of His love ; 

Sweet to look upward to the throne. 
Where Jesus pleads above. 

Sweet to look back, and see my name 
In life's fair book marked down ; 

Sweet to look forward, and behold 
Eternal joy my own. 

Sweet to reflect how grace divine 

My sins on Jesus laid ; 
Sweet to remember that his blood 

My debt of suffering paid. 
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Sweet in bis righteousness to stand. 
Which saves from second death ; 

Sweet to experience, day by day. 
His spirit's quickening breath. 

Sweet on his fidthfubiess to rest. 
Whose love can never end ; 

Sweet on his covenant of grace. 
For all things to depend. 

Sweet in the confidence of faith, 
To trust his firm decrees ; 

Sweet to lie passive in his hand. 
And have no will but his. 

Sweet to rejoice in lively hope, 
lliat when the change shall come. 

Angels will hover round my bed, 
And waft my spirit home. 

There shall my dis-imprisoned soul, 

Behold Him and adore ; 
Be with his likeness satisfied, 

And grieve and sin no more : 



Shall see Him wear that very flesh. 
On which my guilt was lain ; 

His love intense, his merit fresh. 
As though but newly slain. 
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Soon, too, my slmnbering dust shall hear, 
The trumpet's quickeniDg sound ! 

And by my Saviour's power rebuilt, 
At his right hand be found. 

These eyes shall see Him in that day, 

The God that died for me ; 
And all my rising bones shall say. 

Lord, who is like to Thee ! 

If such the views which grace unfolds. 

Weak as it is below. 
What raptures must the church above. 

In Jesu's presence know ! 

If such the sweetness of the stream, 
What must that fountain be, 

Wliere saints and angels draw their bliss 
Immediately from Thee ! 

O may the unction of these truths. 

For ever with me Stay, 
Till, from her sinful cage dismissed, 

My spirit flies away ! 



" CHRIST IN YOU, THB HOPE OP GLOKY." 



Supreme High-Priest, the pilgrim's light, 

My heart for Thee prepare ; 
Thine image stamp, and deeply write 

Thy superscription there : 
Ah, let my forehead bear Thy seal, 

My arm Thy badge retain, 
Mv heart the inward witness feel 

That I am bom again ! 

Into Thy humble mansion come, 

Set up Thy dwelling here ; 
Possess my heart, and leave no room 

For sin to harbour there : 
Ah, give me, Lord, the single eye. 

Which aims at nought but Thee : 
1 fain would live, and yet not I, 

But Jesus live in me. 
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O tliat the penetrating sight 

And eagle's eyes were mine ! 
Undazzled at the boundless light. 

Of Majesty divine ; 
That with the annies of the sky 

I, too, may sit and sing. 
Add, Saviour, to the eagle's eye, 

The dove's aspiring wing. 



" EARLY IN THE MORNING DO I CRT UNTO THEE." 



Jesus, by whose grace I liTe, 
From the fear of evil kept. 

Thou hast lengthened my reprieve, 
Held in being while I slept ; 

With the day my heart renew. 

Let me wake Thy will to do. 

Since the last revolving dawn 
Scattered the nocturnal cloud, 

O how many soids have gone. 
Unprepared to meet their God ! 

Yet Thou dost prolong my breath. 

Nor hast sealed my eyes in death ! 

O that I may keep Thy word. 

Taught by Thee to watch and pray ! 

To Thy service, dearest Lord, 
Sanctify the present day : 

Swift its fleeting moments haste ; 

Doomed, perhaps, to be my last ! 
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Crucified to all below. 

Earth shall never be my care ; 
Wealth and honour 1 for^o. 

This my only wish and prayer ;• 
Thine in life and death to be. 
Now, and to eternity ! 



(( 



1 WILL PUT THEE IN A CLEFT OF THE ROCK. 



«» 



Rock of ages ! cleft for me, 

Let mc hide myself in Thee ; 

Let the water aiid the blood, 

From Thy riven side which flowed. 

Be of sin the double cure ; 

Cleanse me from its guilt and power ! 

Not the labour of my hands 
Can fulfil Thy law's demands ; 
Could my zeal no respite know, 
Could my tears for ever flow. 
All for sin could not atone ; 
Thou must save, and Thou alone ! 



Nothing in my hand I bring ; 
Simply to Thy cross I cling , 
Naked, come to Thee for dress ; 
Helpless, look to Thee for grace ; 
Vile, I to the fountain fly ; 
Wash me, Saviour, or I die. 
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While I draw this fleeting breath, 
When my eyelids close in death, 
When I soar to worlds unknown, 
See Thee on Thy judgment-throne,- 
Rock of ages, cleft for me. 
Let me hide myself in Thee ! 



I % 



IN THE NIGHT HIS SONG SHALL BE WITH HE. 



What though my frail eyelids refuse 
(Continual watchings to keep, 
And, punctual as midnight renews, 
Demand the refreshment of sleep ; 
A Sovereign Protector I have. 
Unseen, yet for ever at hand, 
Unchangeably faithful to save, 
Almighty to rule and command. 



From evil secure, and its dread, 
I rest, if my Saviour is nigh ; 
And songs his kind presence, indeed, 
Shall in the night season supply ; 
He smiles, and my comforts abound. 
His grace as the dew shall descend. 
And walls of salvation surround 
The soul he delights to defend. 
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Kind Author and ground of my hope, 
Thee, thee, for my Grod I avow, 
My glad Ebenezer set up, 
And own Thou hast helped me till now 
I muse on the years that are past, 
Wherein my defence thou hast proved ; 
Nor wilt Thou relinquish at last 
A sinner so signally loved. 



Inspirer and Hearer of prayer, 
Thou Shepherd and Guardian of Thine ! 
My all to Thy covenant care, 
I, sleeping and waking, resign ; 
If Thou art my shield and my sun, 
The night is no darkness to me ; 
And fast as my moments roll on, 
They bring me but nearer to Thee. 



Thy ministering spirits descend. 

To watch while Thy saints are asleep. 

By day and by night they attend. 

The heirs of salvation to keep ; 

Bright seraphs, despatched from the throne. 

Repair to the stations assigned ; 

And angels elect are sent down. 

To guard the elect of mankind. 
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Thy worship no interval knows. 
Their fervour is still on the wing ; 
And while they protect my repose. 
They chaunt to the praise of my King 
I too» at the season ordained. 
Their chorus for ever shall join ; 
And love and adore, without end. 
Their faithful Creator and mine. 



«< 



GIVE ME UNDEESTANDINO, ACCORDING TO THY 

WORD." 



O THAT my heart was right with Thee, 
And loved Thee with a perfect love : 
O that my Lord would dwell in me. 
And never from His seat remove ! 
Jesus, apply Thy pardoning blood. 
And make this bosom fit for God. 

Saviour, I dwell in awful night. 
Until Thou in my heart appear ; 
Arise, propitious sun, and light 
An everlasting moruing there : 
Thy presence casts the shadows by ; 
If Thou withdraw, how dark am I ! 

Lord, how should Thy servant see. 
Unless Thou give me seeing eyes ? 
Well mav I faU, if out of Thee ! 

If out of Thee, how should I rise ? 

1 wander wide without Thy aid. 
And lose my way in midnight shade. 
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O let my prayer acceptance find. 
And bring the mighty blessing down ; 
Eyesight impart, for I am blind ; 
And seal me Thine adopted son : 
A fallen, helpless creature take, 
And heir of Thy salvation make. 



THE END OF ALL THINGS TS AT HAND. 



)* 



So many years I've seen the sun. 

And called these hands and eyes my own ; 
A thousand little acts I've done. 

And childhood have, and manhood known ; 
Oh I what is Life ! and this dull round 
To tread, why was a spirit boimd ? 

So many airy thoughts and lines, 
And vain exertions of the mind, 

Have filled my soul with great designs. 
While practice grovelled far behind : 

Oh what is Thought ! and where withdraw 

The glories which my fancy saw ? 



So many tender joys and w^oes 

Have on my quivering soul had power ; 
Plain life with heightening passions rose. 

The boast or burden of their hour : 
Oh what is all we feel ! why fled 
Those pains and pleasures o'er my head ? 



I 5 
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So many human souls dinne 
So at one interview displayed. 

Some oft and freely mixt with mine, 
In lasting bands my heart have laid 

Oh what is Friendship 1 why imprest 

On my weak, wretched, dying breast ! 

So many wondrous gleams of light. 
And gentle ardours from above. 

Have made me sit, like seraph bright. 
Some moments on a throne of love : 

Oh what is Virtue ! why had I, 

Who am so low, a t^aste so high ? 



Ere long, when sovereign wisdom wills. 
My soul an unknown path shall tread. 

And strangely leave, which strangely fills 
This frame, and waft me to the dead : 

Oh what is Death ! — 'Tis life's last shore. 

Where vanities are vain no more ; 

Where all pursuits their goal obtain. 

And Life is all retouched again ; 

Where in their bright results shall rise. 

Thoughts, virtues, friendships, griefs, and joys. 



(« 



I AM THINE, OH SAVE ME !" 



That I am Thine, my Lord and God ! 
Sprinkled and ransomed by Thy blood, - 

Bepeat that word once more, 
With such an energy and light. 
That this world's flattery or spite 

To shake me never may have power. 

From various cares, my heart retires ; 
Though deep and boundless its desires, 

I'm now to please but One : 
He, before whom the elders bow, 
With Uim is all my business now. 

And with the souls that are His own. 

This is my joy (which ne'er can fail,) 
To see my Saviour's arm prevail ; 

To mark the steps of grace ; 
How new-born souls, convinced of sin; 
His blood revealed to them within, 

Extol my Lord in every place. 
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With these my happy lot is cast : 

Through the world*8 deserts, rude and waste, 

Or through its gardens fair ; 
Whether the storm of malice sweeps, 
Or all in dead supineness sleeps, 

Still to go on be my whole care. 

See ! the dear flock by Jesus drawn, 
In blest simplicity move on ; 

They trust his shepherds' crook. 
Beholders many faults will find, 
But they can tell their Saviour's mind ; 

Content, if written in His book. 

No, my dear Lord, in following Thee, 
Not in the dark, uncertainly. 

This foot obedient moves : 
Tis with a brother and a King, 
Who many to His yoke will bring. 

Who ever lives and ever loves. 

Now then, my Way, my Truth, my Life ! 
Henceforth let sorrow, doubt, and strife 

Drop oflf, like autumn leaves ; — 
Henceforth, as privileged by Thee, 
Simple and undistracted be 

My soul, which to Thy sceptre cleaves. 



•• I AM NOT ASHAMED OF THE GOSPEL OF CHRIST." 



Jesus, and can it ever be, 

A mortal man ashamed of Thee ! 

Scorn* d be the thought by rich and poor ; 

My soul shall scorn it more and more. 

Ashamed of Jesus ! sooner far 
May evening blush to own a star ! 
Ashamed of Jesus ! just as soon 
May midnight blush to think of noon. 

Ashamed of Jesus ! yes, I may, 
When I've no sins to wash away ; 
No tears to wipe, no joys to crave. 
And no immortal soul to save. 

Ashamed of Jesus ! that dear Friend, 
On whom my hopes of heaven depend ; 
No ! when I blush, be this my shame 
That I no more revere his name. 
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'i he Grod of Abraham praise, 

Whose all-sufficient grace. 

Shall guide me through this pilgrimage, 

lu all His ways ; 
He calls a worm His friend I 
He calls Himself my Grod ! 
And He shall save me to the end, 

Through Jesus' blood. 



He by Himself hath sworn ; 

I on His oath depend, 

I shall, on eagles' wings up-borne. 

To heaveu ascend : 
I shall behold His face, 
I shall His power adore, 
And sing the wonders of His grace 

For evennore. 



Though nature's strength decay, 

And earth and hell withstand, 

To Canaan's bounds I urge my way. 

At His command : 
'ITie watery deep I pass. 
With Jesus in my view ; 
And through the howling wihleriiess 

My way pursue. 
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The goodly land I see. 
With peace and plenty blest, 
A land of sacred liberty 

And endless rest : 
There milk and honey flow. 
And oil and wine abound. 
And trees of life for ever grow. 

With mercy crowned. 



There dwells the Lord onr King, 
Tlie Lord our righteousness ; 
Triumphant o'er the world and sin, 

The Prince of peace : 
On Sion*s sacred height, 
His kingdom still maintains ; 
And glorious, with His saints in light. 

For ever reigns. 



He keeps His own secure. 
He guards them by His side. 
Arrays in garments white and pure 

His spotless bride ; 
With streams of sacred bliss. 
With groves of living joys. 
With all the fruits of paradise. 

He still supplies. 



186 

Before the Three in One, 

They all exalting stand. 

And tell the wonders He hath done. 

Through all their land. 
The listening spheres attend 
And swell the growing fame. 
And sing, in songs which never end. 

The wondrous Name. 



The God who reigns on high. 
The great arch-angels sing, 
And, " Holy, Holy, Holy," cry, 

" Almighty King : 
Who was, and is the same, 
And evermore shall be ; 
Jehovah — Father — Great I AM, 

We worship Thee.*' 



Before the Saviour's face 
The ransomed nations bow ; 
O'erwhelmed at His Almighty grace. 

For ever new. 
He shows His prints of love. 
They kindle to a flame. 
And sound, through all the world above. 

The slaughtered Lamb. 
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The whole triumphant host 
Give thanks to Gkxl on high ; 
Hail, Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, 

They ever cry : 
Hail, Abraham's God and mine, 
I join the heavenly lays ; 
AU might and majesty be Thine, 

And endless praise. 



V. 



TRANSLATIONS FROM THE GERMAN. 



BY WESLEY AND OTHERS. 




^3^ HOU hidden Love of Ood, whose height, 
y^^ Whose depth unfathom'd, no man knows^ 
1 see firom far Thy heauteous light. 
Inly I sigh for Thy repose : 
My heart is pain'd, nor can It be 
At rest, 'till it finds rest in Thee. 



Thy secret voice inntes me still 

The sweetness of Thy yoke to prove ; 

And fain I would : hut tho' my wOl 
Seem fix'd, yet wide my passions rove -, 

Yet hindrances strew all the way ; 

I aim at Thee, yet from Thee stray. 
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'Tis mercy all, that Thou hast brought 
My mind to seek her peace in Thee ! 

Yet while I seek, but find Thee not, 
No peace my wandering soul shall see. 

O when shall all my wand*rings end» 

And all my steps to Thee-ward tend ? 



Is there a thing beneath the sun. 

That strives with Thee my heart to share ? 
Ah I tear it thence, and reign alone. 

The Lord of every motion there : 
Then shall my heart from earth be free. 
When it has found repose in Thee. 



O hide this Self from me, that I 

No more, but Christ in me may live ! 

My vile affections crucify. 

Nor let one darling lust survive. 

In all things nothing may I see. 

Nothing desire or seek but Thee. 



O Love, Thy sovereign aid impart, 
To save me from low-thoughted care 

Chase this self-will thro* all my heart. 
Thro' all its latent mazes there : 

Make me Thy duteous child, that I 

Ceaseless may "Abba Father!** cry. 
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Ah no ! ne'er will I backward turn : 
Thine wholly. Thine alone I am ! 

Thriee happy he, who views with scorn 
Earth's toys, for Thee his constant flame. 

O help, that I may never move 

From the blest footsteps of Thy love ! 



Each moment draw from earth away 
My heart, that lowly waits Thy call ; 

Speak to my inmost soul, and say, 
I am thy Love, thy God, thy All ! 

To feel Thy power, to hear Thy voice, 

To taste Thy love, be all my choice. 



K 



(I 



COMMIT THY WAY UNTO THE LORD : TRUST ALSO 

IN HIM.** 



Commit thou all thy griefs 
And ways into His hands ; 
To His sure truth and tender care, 
Who earth and heaven commands. 

Who points the clouds their course, 
Whom winds and seas obey ; 
He shall direct thy wand*ring feet. 
He shall prepare thy way. 

Thou on the Lord rely. 
So safe shalt thou go on ; 
Fix on His work thy stedfast eye. 
So shall thy work be done. 

No profit canst thou gain 
By self-consuming care ; 
To Him commend thy cause, his ear 
Attends the softest prayer. 
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Thy wisdom infinite, 
Father, Thy ceaseless love 
Sees all Thy children's wants, and knows 
What best for each will prove : 

And whatsoe'er Thou will'st, 
Thou dost, O King of Kings ; 
What Thy unerring wisdom chose, 
Thy power to being brings. 

Still heavy is thy heart ? 
Still sink thy spirits down P 
Cast off the weight, let fear depart. 
And every care be gone. 

Far, far, above thy thought 
His counsel shall appear, 
When fully He the work hath wrought, 
That caus'd thy needless fear. 



K 2 



LEAD ME IN THE WAY EVERLA8TIK0. 



THOU, to whose all-searcluDg sight 
Tlie darkness shineth as the light. 
Search, prove my heart ; it pants for Thee 
() hurst these bands, and set it free. 

\\m\\ out its stains, refine its dross. 
Nail niv affections to tlie cross ! 
Hallow each thought, let all within 
l^c clean, as Thou, my Lord, art clean. 

If in this darksome wild I stray, 

He Tiiou my light, be Thou my way : 

No foes, no violence I fear. 

No fraud, while Tliou, my God, art near. 

When rising floods my soul o*erflow, 
AVhen sinks my heart in waves of woe, 
Jt'su, Thy timely aid impart. 
And raise my head and cheer my heart. 
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Saviour, where'er Thy steps I see, 
Daontless, untirM I follow Thee ; 
O let Thy hand support me still, 
And lead me to Thy holy hill. 



If rough and thorny be the way. 
My strength proportion to my day : 
'Till toil, and grief, and pain shall cease. 
Where aU is calm, and joy, and peace. 



" THAT I MAT KKOW HIH» AMD THE POWBR OF 



HIS BESUKBBCTIOK. 



»» 



Jesu, Thy boundless love to me 

No thought can reach, no tongue dedare : 
O knit my thankful heart to Thee, 

And reign without a rival there : 
Thine wholly, Thine alone I am : 
Be Thou alone my constant flame. 



O grant that nothing in my soul 
May dwell, but Thy pure love alone 

O may Thy love possess me whole. 
My joy, my treasure, and my crown 

Strange fires far from my soid remove. 

My every act, word, thought, be love. 



O love, how cheering is Thy ray ! 

All pain before Thy presence flies ! 
Care, anguish, sorrow, melt away. 

Where'er Thy healing streams arise : 
O Jesu, nothing may I see. 
Nothing hear, feel, or think, but Thee ! 
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Unwearied may I this pursue, 

Dauntless to the high prize aspire ; 

Hourly within my breast renew 
This holy flame, this heavenly fire ; 

And day and night be all my care 

To guard this sacred treasure there. 



My Saviour, Thou thy love to me 

In want, in pain, in shame hast sliow'd ; 

For me on the accursed tree 
Thou pouredst forth Thy guiltless blood : 

Thy wounds upon my heart impress, 

Nor ought shall the lov'd stamp efiFace. 



More hard than marble is my heart. 
And fold with sins of deepest stain : 

But Thou the mighty Saviour art. 

Nor flow'd Thy cleansing blood in vain. 

Ah ! soften, melt this rock, and may 

Thy blood wash all these stains away. 



O that my heart, which open stands. 

May catch each drop, that torturing pain, 

Arm'd by my sins, wrung from Thy hands. 
Thy feet. Thy head. Thy every vein : 

That still my breast may heave with sighs. 

Still tears of love o'erflow my eyes. 



< ) thai 1 a- a little child 

May follow Tiicc, nor ever rest, 

'Till sweetly Thou hast pour'd Thy mild 
And lowly mind into my breast. 

Nor ever may we parted be, 

'Till I become one spirit with Thee. 

O draw me, Saviour, after Thee, 
So shall I run and never tire : 

With gracious words still comfort me ; 
Be Thou my hope, my sole desire : 

Free me from every weight : nor fear 

Nor sin can come, if Thou art here. 



My health, my light, my life, my crown. 
My portion, and my treasure Thou 

O take me, seal me for Thine own ; 
To Thee alone my soul I bow ; 

Without Thee all is pain, my mind 

Ecpose in nought but Thee can find. 



iHowe'er I rove, where'er I turn, 
In Thee alone is all my rest : 

Be Thou my flame ; within me bum, 
Jesu, and I in Thee am blest : 

Thou art the balm of life : my soul 

Is faint ; save, O make it whole ! 
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What in Thy love possess I not ? 

My star by nigbt, roy sun by day. 
My spring of life when porch'd with drought. 

My wine to cheer, my hrend (o stay ; 
My strength, my shield, my safe abode, 
My robe before the throne of God ! 



Ah love ! thy influence h ithdrawn, 
What profils me that I am born ? 

All my delight, my joy ta gone, 
Nor know I peace 'till Thou return : 

Thee may I seek 'till 1 attain ; 

XaA never may we part again. 



From all eternity with love 

Unchangeable Thou hast nie vieu 

E're knew this l>eating heart to mo' 
Thy tender mercies me pursu'd : 

Ever with me may they abide, 

And close me in on every side. 



Still let Thy love point out my way, 

(How wondrous things Thy love hath wrought !) 
Still lead me, lest I go astray, 

Direct my work, inspire my thought ; 
And when I fall, soon may I hear 
Thy voice, and know that love is near. 
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In suflTring be Thy love my peace. 
In weakness be Thy love my power ; 

And when the storms of life shall cease, 
Jesu, in that important hour. 

In death, as life, be Thou my guide. 

And save me, who for me hast died ! 



(C 



YET HAVE I MADE WITH HIM AN EVERLASTINO 

COVENANT." 



O Love ! Thou bottomless abyss ! 

My sins are swallowed up in Thee ! 
Cover'd is my unrighteousness, 

From condemnation I am free : 
For Jesu's blood, through earth and skies, 
" Mercy, free boundless mercy 1" cries. 

By faith I plunge me in that sea : 
Here are my hope, my joy, my rest ; 

Hither, when hell assaults, I flee — 
I look into my Saviour's breast : 

Away, sad doubts and anxious fear, 

Mercy is all that's written there ! 

Though waves and storms go o'er my head, 
Though strength, and health, and friends be gonr- 

Though joys be withered all and dead. 
Though every comfort be withcbawn, — 

Stedfast on this my soul relies ; 

Father, Thy mercy never dies. 
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Fix*d on this ground would I remain, 
Though my heart fail and flesh decay ; 

Tliis anchor shall my soul sustain, 
When earth* s foundations melt away : 

Mercy* s full power I then shall prove, 

Ijoved with an everlasting love. 



" O LOKD, WHO IS LIKE UNTO THEE ! 



»» 



Oh God, of good th' unfathom'd sea ! 
Who would not a:ive his heart to Thee ? 

Who would not love Thee with his might, 
O Jesu, Lover of mankind ? 
Who would not his whole soul and mind. 

With all liis strength to Thee unite ? 



Thou shin*st with everlasting rays ; 
Before th' insufferable blaze, 

Angels with both wings veil their eyes ; 
Yet, free as air Thy bounty streams 
On all Thy works ; Thy mercy's beams 

Diffusive, as Thy sun's, arise. 



Astonish' d at Thy frowning brow, 

Earth, hell, and heaven's strong pillars bow ; 

Terrible majesty is Thine ! 
Who then can that vast love express, 
WTiich bows Thee down to me, who less 

Than nothing am, tiU Thou art mine ! 
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High throQ*d on heaven's eternal hill, 
In number, weight, and measure still 

Thou sweetly orderest all that is ; 
And yet Thou deign'st to come to me. 
And guide my steps, that I, with Thee 

Enthron'dy may reign in endless bliss ! 



Fountain of Good, all blessing flows 
From Thee : no want Thy fulness knows 

What but Thyself can'st Thou desire ! 
Yet, all-sufficient as Thou art, 
Thou dost desire my worthless heart ; 

This, only this, dost Thou require. 



Primeval Beauty ! in Thy sight. 
The first-born fairest sons of light 

See all their brightest glories fade : 
What then to me Thine eyes could turn ? 
In sin conceived, of woman born, 

A worm, a leaf, a blast, a shade! 



Hell's armies tremble at Thy nod. 
And, trembling, own th' Almighty God, 

Sov' reign of earth, hell, air, and sky ! 
— But who is this that comes from far, 
Whose garments roll'd in blood appear ? 

'Tis God made man, for man to die. 
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O God, of good th' unfathom*d Sea ! 
Who would not give his heart to Thee ? 

Who would not love Thee with his might, 
O Jesu, Lover of mankind ? 
Who would not his whole soul and mind, 

With all his strength, to Thee unite ? 



i 



" BEHOLDING AS IN A GLASS THE OLOBY OF THE 

LOBD." 



O Jesu, source of calm repose. 
Thy like nor man nor angel knows, 

Fairest among ten thousand fair ! 
Even those whom death's sad fetters bound. 
Whom thickest darkness compass'd round, 

Find light and life, if Thou appear. 

Effulgence of the light divine, 
E're rolling planets knew to shine, 

E're time its ceaseless course began, 
Thou, when the appointed hour was come. 
Didst not abhor the Virgin's womb. 

But, God with God, wert man with man. 



The world, sin, death, oppose in vain. 
Thou by Thy dying death hast slain. 

My great Deliverer, and my God ! 
In vain does the old dragon rage, 
In vain all hell its powers engage ; 

None can withstand Thy conquering blood. 
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Lord over all, sent to fulfil 

Thy gracious Father's sovereign will, 

To Thy dread sceptre will I bow : 
With duteous reverence at Thy feet, 
Like humble Mary, lo, I sit : 

Speak, Lord, thy servant heareth now. 

Benew Thine image, Lord, in me, 
Lowly and gentle may I be ; 

No charms but these to Thee are dear : 
No anger mayst Thou ever find, 
No pride in my unruffled mind, 

But faith and heaven-bom peace be there. 



A patient, a victorious mind 

That, life and all things cast behind, 

Springs forth obedient to Thy call : 
An heart, that no desire can move. 
But still t' adore, believe, and love. 

Give me, my Lord, my life, my All. 



** MADE NIGH, BY THE BLOOD OF CHRIST." 



I THIRST, Thou wounded Lamb of God, 
To wash me in Thy cleansing blood, 
To dwell within Thy woimds ; then pain 
Is sweet, and life or death is gain. 

Take my poor heart, and let it be 
For ever closed to all but Thee ! 
Seal Thou my breast, and let me wear 
That pledge of love for ever there. 

How blest are they, who still abide 
Close shelter' d in Thy bleeding side ! 
Who life and strength from Thee derive, 
And by Thee move, and in Thee live ! 

AVhat are our works but sin and death, 
•Till Thou Thy quick'ning Spirit breathe ! 
Thou giv'st the power Thy grace to mov 
wondrous grace I O boundless love ! 
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How can it be, Thou heavenly King, 
That Thou shouldst us to glory bring ? 
Make slaves the partners of Thy throne, 
Deck'd with a never-fading crown ? 

Hence our hearts melt, our eyes o'erflow. 
Our words are lost ; nor will we know. 
Nor wiD we think of aught beside 
" My Lord, my love is crucified ! " 

Ah, Lord ! enlarge our scanty thought. 
To know the wonders Thou hast wrought ! 
Unloose our stammering tongue, to tell 
Thy love, immense, unsearchable ! 



First-bom of many brethren Thou ! 
To Thee, lo ! all our souls we bow. 
To Thee our hearts and hands we give : 
Thine may we die. Thine may we live. 
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Jesu, Thy blood and righteousness, 
My beauty are, my glorious dress ; 
'Midst flaming worlds, in these array'd, 
With joy shall I lift up my head. 

Bold shall I stand in that great day ; 
For who aught to my charge shall lay ? 
Fully thro' these absolv'd I am 
From sin and fear, from guilt and shame. 

Lord, I believe Thy precious blood. 
Which at the mercy-seat of God 
For ever doth for sinners plead. 
For me, ev'n for my soul was shed. 

When from the dust of death I rise, 
To claim my mansion in the skies, 
Ev'n then this shall be all my plea, 
•* Jesus hath liv'd, hath died for me." 
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Thus A.brakaiii, the friend of God, 
Thu8 all heaven's armies, bought with blood. 
Saviour of sinners. Thee proclaim. 
Sinners, of whom the chief I am . 

Naked from Satan did I flee 

To Thee, my Lord, and put on Thee : 

And thus adorned, I wait the word 

** He comes : Arise, and meet thy Lord." 

This spotless robe the same appears. 
When ruined nature sinks in years : 
No age can change its constant hue ; 
Thy blood preserves it ever new. 

Jesu, be endless praise to Thee, 
"Whose boundless mercy hath for me, 
For me, and all Thine hands have made, 
An everlasting ransom paid. 

Thou God of power, thou God of love. 
Let the whole world Thy mercy prove : 
Now let Thy word o'er all prevail : 
Now take the spoils of death and helL 

O let the dead now hear Thy voice. 
Now bid Thy banish'd ones rejoice ! 
Their beauty this, their glorious dress, 
Jesu, Thy blood and righteousness ! 
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VI. 



COWPER: NEWTON 



&c. &c. 




WjX»:..'HE Frenchman firet in Utersry fame, 
V'^K^'. With spirit, genius, tloquence, supplied. 
Lived long, wrote much, laughed heartily, and died : 
The Scripture was his jest-book, whence he drew 
Bom mott to gall the Christian and the Jew : 
An infidel in health, but what when sickf 
Oh — then a text would touch him to the quick 
View him at Paris in his last career : 
Surrounding throngs the demigod rerere ; 
Exalted on his pedestal of pride. 
And fiuned with frankincense on every side, 
He begs their flattery with his latest breath, 
And smothered in't at last, is prais'd to death. 
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Yon cottager who weaves at her own door, 
Pillow and bobbins all her little store. 
Content though mean, and cheerfu]^if not gay. 
Shuffling her threads about the live-long day. 
Just earns a scanty pittance, and at night 
Ijies down secure, her heart and pocket light ; 
She, for her humble sphere by nature fit. 
Has little understanding and no wit. 
Receives no praise, but, though her lot be 8uch» 
(Toilsome and indigent) she renders much ; 
Just knows, and knows no more ; her Bible true — 
A truth the brilliant Frenchman never knew ; 
And in that charter reads, with sparkling eyes. 
Her title to a treasure in the skies. 

O happy peasant ! O unhappy bard ! 
His the mere tinsel, her's the rich reward ; 
He, praised, perhaps, for ages yet to come ; 
She, never heard of half a mile from home : 
He, lost in en*ors his vain heart prefers ; 
She, safe in the simplicity of her*s. 



* WHAT SON IS HE WHOM THE FATHER CHASTENETU 

NOT?" 



The path of sorrow, and that path alone. 

Leads to the land where sorrow is unknown ; 

No traveller ever reached that blest abode, 

Who found not thorns and briars in his road. 

The world may dance along the flowery plain, 

Cheered as they go by many a sprightly strain ; 

Where Nature has her mossy velvet spread. 

With unshod feet they yet securely tread ; 

Admonished, scorn the caution and the friend, 

Bent all on pleasure, heedless of its end : 

But He, who knew what human hearts would prove. 

How slow to learn the dictates of his love, 

That, hard by nature and of stubborn will, 

A life of ease woidd make them harder still. 

In pity to the souls His grace designed 

To rescue from the ruins of mankind. 

Called for a cloud to darken all their years, 

And said, *' (Jo, spend them in the vale of tears ! " 

L 2 
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O balmy gales of soul-reviving air ! 

salutary streams, that munnur there ! 

These, flowing from the fount of grace above. 

Those, breathed from lips of everlasting love. 

The flinty soil indeed their feet annoys ; 

Chill blasts of trouble nip their springing joys ; 

Au envious world wiD interpose its frown, 

To mar delights superior to its own ; 

And many a pang, experienced stUl within, 

ficminds them of their hated inmate. Sin : 

But ills of every shape and every name. 

Transformed to blessings, miss their cruel aim ; 

And every moment's calm that soothes the breast. 

Is ^ven in earnest of eternal rest. 

Ah, be not sad, although thy lot be cast 
Far from the flock, and in a boundless waste ! 
No shepherds' tents within thy view appear, 
]^ut the chief shepherd even there is near ; 
Thy tender sorrows and thy plaintive strain 
Flow in a foreign land, but not in vain ; 
Thy tears all issue from a source divine, 
And every drop bespeaks a Saviour thine ; — 
So once in Gideon's fleece the dews were found. 
And drought on all the drooping herbs around. 



" HE THAT IS CALLED IS THE LORD's FREE MAN.*' 



He is the freeman whom the truth makes free. 

And all are slaves beside : There's not a chain. 

That hellish foes, confederate for his harm, 

Can wind around him, but he casts it off 

With as much ease as Samson his green withes. 

He looks abroad into the varied field 

Of nature, and though poor, perhaps, compared 

With those whose mansions glitter in his sight. 

Calls the delightful scenery all his own. 

His are the mountains, and the valleys his. 

And the resplendent rivers. His t' enjoy 

With a propriety that none can feel, 

But who, with filial confidence inspired, 

Can lift to heav'n an unpresumptuous eye, 

And smiling say — " My Father made them all !" 

Are they not his by a peculiar right. 

And by an emphasis of interest his, 

Whose eye they fill with tears of holy joy, 

Wliose heart with praise, and whose exalted mind 

W'ith worthy thoughts of that unwearied love, 

That planned, and built, and stiU upholds, a world ? 
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TO BE WITH CHEIST; — ^WHICH IS FAB BETTER! 
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** O MOST delightful hour by man 

Experienced here below, 
The hour that terminates his span, 

His folly and his woe ! 

** Worlds should not bribe me back to tread 

Again life's dreary waste, 
To see again my day o'erspread 

With all the gloomy past. 

** My home henceforth is in the skies. 

Earth, seas, and sun, adieu ! 
All heaven unfolded to my eyes, 

I have no sight for you." 



So spake Aspasio, firm possessed 
Of faith's supporting rod ; 

Then breathed his soul into its rest. 
The bosom of his God. 



" OPEN THOU MINE EYES ! " 



Blinded in youth by Satan's arts, 
The world to our unpractised hearts 

A flattering prospect shows : 
Our fancy forms a thousand schemes 
Of gay delights, and golden dreams. 

And undisturbed repose. 

So in the dreary desert's waste. 
By magic power produced in haste, 

(As ancient fables say,) 
Castles, and groves, and music sweet. 
The senses of the traveller meet, 

And stop him in his way : 

But while he listens with surprise. 
The charm dissolves, the vision dies, 

'Twas but enchanted ground ; — 
Thus if the Lord our spirit touch. 
The world, which promised us so much, 

A wilderness is found. 
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At first we start, and fed distrest ; 
Convinced we never can have rest 

In snch a wretched place ; 
But He whose mercy breaks the charm. 
Reveals His own Almighty arm. 

And bids us seek His face. 



Then we begin to love indeed. 
When from our sin and bondage freed 

By this beloved Friend ; 
"We follow Him from day to day, 
Assured of grace through all the way. 

And glory at the end. 



•* I HAVE EANSOMED HIM FROM THE POWER OF 

DEATH !" 



Thankless for favours from on high, 

Man thinks he fades too soon ; 
Though 'tis his privilege to die, 

Would he improve the boon. 

But he, not wise enough to scan 

His best concerns aright. 
Would gladly stretch life's little span 

To ages, if he might : — 

To ages, in a world of pain, — 

To ages, where he goes 
Galled by affliction's heavy chain, 

And hopeless of repose. 

Strange fondness of the human heart, 

Enamoured of its harm ! 
Strange world ! — that costs it so much smart. 

And still has power to charm. 
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Why lieeui we death a tbc ? 
Recoil from weary life's best hour, 
And covet longer woe ? 

The cause is Conscience ; — Conscience oft 

Her tale of guilt renews ; 
Her voice is terrible, though soft, 

And dread of death ensues. 

Then, anxious to be longer spared, 
Man mourns his fleeting breath : 

All evils then seem light, compared 
With the approach of death. 

'Tis judgment shakes him ; there's the fear. 
That prompts the wish to stay : 

He has incurred a long arrear. 
And must despair to pay. 

Pay ! — follow Christ, and all is paid ; 

His death your peace ensures ; 
Think on the grave where He was laid, 

And calm descend to your's. 
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O THAT MY WAYS WERE DIRECTED TO KEEP THY 

STATUTES." 



Oh ! for a closer walk with God, 
A calm and heavenly frame ; 

A light to shine upon the road 
That leads me to the Lamb ! 

Where is the blessedness I knew 
When first T saw the Lord ? 

Where is the soul-refireshing view 
Of Jesus, and His word ? 

What peaceful hours I once enjoyed ! 

How sweet their memory still ! 
But they have left an aching void, 

The world can never fill. 

Return, O holy Dove, return. 

Sweet messenger of rest ! 
I hate the sins that made Thee mourn. 

And drove Thee from my breast. 
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The dearest idol I have known, 

Whate'er that idol be. 
Help me to tear it from Thy throne. 

And worship only Thee. 



So shall my walk be close with God, 
Calm and serene my frame : 

So purer light shall mark the road, 
That leads me to the Lamb. 
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I HAVE LEAKNED IN WHATSOEVER STATE I AM, 
THEREWITH TO BE CONTENT." 



Fierce passions discompose the mind, 

As tempests vex the sea ; 
But calm content and peace we find. 

When, Lord, we turn to Tliee. 

In vain by reason and by rule 

We tn* to bend the will ; 
For none but in the Saviour's school 

Can learn the heavenly skill. 

Since at His feet my soul has sate. 
His gracious words to hear. 

Contented with my present state, 
I cast on Him mv care. 



** Art thou a sinner, soul," He said, 
" Then how canst thou complain ? 

How light thy troubles here, if weighed 
With everlasting pain ! 
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" If thou of murmuring would' st be cured, 
Compare thy griefs with mine ; 

Think what my love for thee endured, 
And thou wilt not repine. 

" Tis 1 appoint thy daily lot, 

And I do all things well : 
Soon shalt thou quit this gloomy scene, 

And rise with me to dwell. 

" In life my grace shall strength supply 

Proportioned to thy day ; 
In death thou still shalt find me nigh, 

To wipe thy tears away." 



Thus I, who once ray wretched days 

In vain repinings spent, 
Taught in my Saviour's school of grace, 

Have learned to be content. 



** WHEN THOU WENTEST AFTER ME IN THE 

WILDERNESS." 



Far from the world, O Lord ! I flee, 

From strife and tumult far ; 
From scenes where Satan wages still 

His most successful war. 

The calm retreat, the silent shade. 
With prayer and praise agree : 

And seem, by thy sweet bounty, made 
For those who follow Thee. 

There if Thy Spirit touch the soul. 

And grace her mean abode, 
Oh I with what peace, and joy, and love, 

She communes with her God ! 



There, like the nightingale, she pours 

Her solitary lays ; 
Nor asks a witness of her song. 

Nor thirsts for human praise. 
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Author and Guardiau of my life. 
Sweet source of life divine ; 

And (all harmonious names in one,) 
My Saviour, Thou art mine ! 



What thanks I owe thee, and what love, 

A bbundless, endless store. 
Shall echo through the realms above. 

When time shall be no more. 
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THY FOOTSTEPS ARE NOT KNOWN. 
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God moves in a mysterious way, 
His wonders to perform ; 

He plants His footsteps in the sea, 
And rides upon the storm. 

Deep in unfathomable mines 

Of never-failing skill. 
He treasures up His bright designs, 

And works His sovereign will. 

Ye fearful saints, fresh courage take. 
The clouds ye so much dread 

Are big with mercy, and shall break 
In blessings on your head. 



Judge not the Lord by feeble sense. 
But trust Him for His grace ; 

Behind a frowning providence 
He hides a smiling face. 
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His purposes will ripen fast, 
Unfolding every hour ; 

The bud may have a bitter taste. 
But sweet will be the flower. 



Blind unbelief is sure to err. 
And scan His work in vain : 

God is His own interpreter. 
And He wiU make it plain. 



*' THE BLOOD OF JESUS CHUIST HIS SON CLEAN SETh 

US FBOM ALL SIN." 



There is a fountaiu filled with blood, 
Drawn from Immanuers veins ! 

And sinners, plunged beneath that flood, 
Lose all their guilty stains. 

The dying thief rejoiced to see 

That fountaiu in his day ; 
And there may I, as vile as he. 

Wash all my sins away. 

Dear dying Lamb ! thy precious blood 

Shall never lose its power. 
Till all the ransom' d church of God 

Be saved, to sin no more. 

E'er since, by faith, I saw the stream 

Thy flowing wounds supply, 
Eedeeming love has been my theme. 

And shaU be till I die. 



236 

Then in a nobler, sweeter song, 

ril sing Thy power to save ; 
\Mien this poor, lisping, stammering iongae 

Lies silent in the grave. 

Lord, I believe Thou hast prepared, 

Unworthy though I be. 
For me a blood-bought free reward, 

A golden harp for me ! 



*Tis strung, and tuned, for endless years, 

And formed by power di\ine, 
To sound in God the Father s ears 
No other name but Thine. 



** LOVEST THOU ME ?'' 



Hark, my soul ! it is the Lord ; 
'Tis thy Saviour, hear His word ; 
Jesus speaks, and speaks to thee ; 
** Say, poor sinner, — lovest tliou me ? 

** I delivered thee when bound, 
And, when wounded, healed thy wound ; 
Sought thee wandering, set thee right, 
Turned thy darkness into light. 

" Mine is an unchanging love, 
Higher than the heights above ; 
Deeper than the depths beneath ; 
Free and faithful, strong as death. 

** Thou shalt see my glory soon, 
When the work of grace is done ; 
Partner of my throne shall be : 
Say, poor sinner, — lovest thou me? '* 
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Lord, it is my chief complaint. 
That my love is weak and faint ; 
Yet I love Thee, and adore, — 
Oh ! for grace to love Thee more ! 



•* HE DOETH ALL THINGS WELL ! 



a 



O Lord, my best desire fulfil, 

And help me to resign 
Life, health, and comfort, to Thy will, 

And make Thy pleasure mine. 

Why should I shrink at Thy command, 
Whose love forbids my fears ! 

Or tremble at the gracious hand 
That wipes away my tears P 

No ; rather let me freely yield 
Wliat most I prize, to Thee ; 

W'ho never has a good withheld, 
Or wilt withhold, from me. 



Thy favour, all my journey through. 
Thou art engaged to grant ; 

WTiat else I want, or think I do, 
'Tis better still to want. 
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Wisdom and mercy guide my way ; 

Shall I resist them both ? 
The poor blind creature of a day. 

And crushed before the moth. 



But ah ! my inward spirit cries. 
Still bind me to Thy sway ; 

Else the next cloud that veils my skies, 
Drives all these thoughts away ! 



BUT HOW TO PERFORM THAT WHICH IS GOOD, I 

FIND NOT." 



Weak and irresolute is man ; 

The purpose of to-day, 
Woven with pains into his plan, 

To-morrow rends away. 

The bow well bent, and smart the spring. 

Vice seems already slain ; 
But passion rudely snaps the string, 

And it revives again. 

Some foe to his upright intent 

Finds out his weaker part ; 
Virtue engages his assent, 

But pleasure wins his heart. 

'Tis here the folly of the wise 
Through all his art we view ; 

And while his tongue the charge denies. 
His conscience owns it true. 
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Bound on a voyage of awful length. 
And dangers little known, 

A stranger to superior strength, 
Man vainly trusts his own. 



But oars alone can ne'er prevail. 

To reach the distant coast ; 
The breath of heaven must swell the sail, 

Or all the toil is lost. 



I HID MY FACE FROM THEE FOR A MOMENT. 



When darkness long has veiled my mind, 
And smiling day once more appears, 

Then, my Redeemer, then I find. 
The folly of my doubts and fears. 

Straight I upbraid my wandering heart. 
And blush that I should ever be 

Thus prone to act so base a part, 

Or harbour one hard thought of Thee. 

Oh 1 let me then at length be taught 
What I am still so slow to learn, 

That (xod is love, and changes not, 
Nor knows the shadow of a turn. 

Sweet truth, and easy to repeat, 
But when my faith is sharply tried, 

I find myself a learner yet. 

Unskilful, weak, and apt to slide. 

M 2 
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But, O my Lord, one look from Thee, 
Subdue the disobedient will^ 

Drives doubt and discontent away. 
And thy rebeHious wonn is stiU. 



Thou art as ready to forgive, 

As I am ready to repine ; 
Thou, therefore, all the praise receive ; 

Be shame, and self-abhorrence mine. 



" THOU ART MY PORTION, O LORD ! " 



God of my life, to Thee I caU, 
Afflicted at Thy feet I fall ; 
When the great waterfloods prevail, 
Leave not my trembling heart to fail ! 

Friend of the friendless and the faint ! 
Where should I lodge my deep complaint ? 
Where but with Thee, whose open door 
Invites the helpless and the poor? 

Did ever mourner plead with Thee, 
And Thou refuse that mourner's plea ? 
Does not that word still fixed remain. 
That none shall seek Thy face in vain ? 

That were a grief I could not bear. 
Didst Thou not hear and answer prayer ; 
But a prayer-hearing, answering God, 
Supports me under every load. 
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Fair is the lot that* s cast for me, 
I have an Advocate with Thee ; 
They whom the world caresses most, 
Have no snch privilege to boast. 



Poor thoogh I am, despised, forgot, 
Yet God, my God. forgets me not ; 
And he is safe, and most succeed. 
For whom the Lord vouchsafes to plead. 



" ASK, AND IT SHALL BE GIVEN YOU." 



What various hindrances we meet 
In coming to a mercy-seat ! 
Yet who that knows the worth of prayer, 
But wishes to be often there ? 

Prayer makes the darkened cloud withdraw, 
Prayer climbs the ladder Jacob saw, 
Gives exercise to faith and love. 
Brings every blessing from above. 

Bestraining prayer, we cease to light ; 
Prayer makes the Christianas armour bright ; 
And Satan trembles when he sees 
The weakest saint upon his knees. 

While Moses stood with arms spread wide. 
Success was found on Israel's side ; 
But when through weariness they failed, 
That moment Amalek prevailed. 
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Have you no words ? ah ! think again, 
Words flow apace when yon complain. 
And fill your fellow-creatnre*s ear 
With the sad tale of all your care. 



Were half the breath thus vainly spent, 
To heaven in supplication sent, 
Your pheerftd song would oftener be, 
" Hear what the Lord has done for me. 



* BUT YE HAVE RECEIVED THE SPIRIT OF ADOPTION." 



No strength of Nature can suffice 
To serve the Lord aright ; 

And what she has she misapplies, 
For want of clearer light. 

How long beneath the law I lay 
In bondage and distress : 

And toiled, the precept to obey, 
But toiled without success. 

Then, to abstain from outward sin 
Was more than I could do ; 

Now, if I feel its power within, 
I feel I hate it too. 

Then, all my servile works were done 
A righteousness to raise ; 

Now, freely chosen in the Son, 
I freely choose His ways. 
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" What shall I do," was then the word, 
" That I may worthier grow ? " 

" \Vhat shall I render to the Lord ? " 
Is my inquiry now. 



To see the law by Christ fulfilled 
And hear His pardoning voice. 

Changes a slave into a child, 
And duty into choice. 



JOY COMETH IN THE MORNING. 



Sometimes a light surprises 
The Christian while he sings 

It is the Lord, who rises 
With healing in His wings. 

When comforts are declining, 
He grants the soul again 

A season of clear shining. 
To cheer it after rain. 

In holy contemplation 
We sweetly then pursue 

The theme of God's salvation, 
And find it ever new : 

Set free from present sorrow, 
We cheerfully can say, 

E'en let the unknown morrow 
Bring with it what it may. 
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It can bring with it nothing, 
But He will bear us throngh : 

AVho gives the lilies clothing, 
Will clothe His people too. 

Beneath the spreading heavens 

No creature but is fed ; 
And He who feeds the ravens, 

Will give His children bread. 

Though vine nor fig-tree either 
Their wonted fruit should bear ; 

Though all the field should wither. 
Nor flock nor herd be there ; 



Yet God the same abiding, 
His praise shall tune my voice ; 

For, while in Him confiding, 
I cannot but rejoice. 



" THY NAME IS AS OINTMENT POURED FORTH." 



How sweet the name of Jesus sounds 

In a believer's ear ! 
It soothes his sorrows, heals his wounds. 

And drives away his fear. 

It makes the wounded spirit whole, 
It calms the troubled breast ; 

'Tis manna to the hungry soul, 
And to the weary, rest. 

Dear name ! the rock on which I build ! 

My shield and hiding-place ; 
My never-failing treasury, filled 

With boundless stores of grace. 

Jesus ! my shepherd, husband, friend, 
My prophet, priest, and king ; 

My Lord, my life, my way, my end. 
Accept the praise I bring. 
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Weak is the effort of my heart. 
And cold my warmest thought ; 

But when I see Thee as thou art, 
rU praise Thee as I ought. 



BLESSED ARE THE DEAD THAT DIE IN THE LORD. 



In vain our fancy strives to paint 

The moment after death, 
The glories that surround the saint, 

When he resigns his breath. 

One gentle sigh his fetters breaks ; 

We scarce can say, * he's gone,' 
Before the willing spirit takes 

Her mansion near the throne. 

Faith strives, but all its efforts fail. 
To trace her heavenward flight ; 

No eye can pierce within the veil 
Which hides that world of light. 

Thus much (and this is all) we know. 

They are supremely blest ; 
Have done with sin, and care, and woe, 

And with their Saviour rest. 
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On harps of gold his name they praise. 
His presence always view ; — 

And if we here their footsteps trace. 
There we shall praise Him too. 
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THY HAND WAS HEAVY UPON ME. 
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I ASKED the Lord, that I might grow 
In faith, and love, and every grace ; 
Might more of His salvation know. 
And seek more earnestly His face. 

'Twas He who taught me thus to pray, 
And He, I trust, has answered prayer ; 
But it has been in such a way 
As almost drove me to despair. 

1 hoped that in some favoured hour, 
At once He'd answer my request ; 
And, by His love's constraining power. 
Subdue my sins, and give me rest. 



Instead of this. He made me feel 
The hidden evils of my heart ; 
And let the angry powers of hell 
Assault my soul in every part. 
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Yea more, with His own hand He seemed 
Intent to aggravate my woe ; 
Crossed all the fair designs I schemed. 
Blasted my gourds, and laid me low. 

" Lord, why is this ? " I trembling cried, 
" Wilt Thou pursue thy worm to death ?"■ 
" 'Tis in this way ! " the Lord replied, 
" I answer prayer for grace and faith." 



** These inward trials I employ, 
From self and pride to set thee free ; 
And break thy schemes of earthly joy, 
That thou mayest seek thy all in Me." 



c< 



MY PRESENCE SHALL GO WITH THEE. 



>> 



That man no guard or weapon needs. 
Whose heart the blood of Jesus knows ; 
But safe may pass, if duty leads, 
Through bumibg sands, or mountain snows. 

Released from guilty he feels no fear ; 
Redemption is his shield and tower ; 
He sees his Saviour always near. 
To help in every trying hour. 

Though I am weak, and Satan strong. 
And often to assault me tries ; 
When Jesus is my strength and song. 
Abashed the wolf before me flies. 



His love possessing, I am blest. 
Secure whatever change may come : 
Whether 1 go to east or west, 
With Him I shall be still at home. 
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If placed beueath the northern pole, 
Though winter reigns with rigour there, 
His gracious beams would cheer my soul, 
And make a spring throughout the year. 

• 

Or, if the desert*s sun-burnt soil 
My lonely dwelling e'er should prove, 
Ilis presence would support my toil. 
Whose smile is life, whose voice is love. 






" BE YE ALSO KEADY ! 



» 



Oft as the bell, with solemn toll. 
Speaks the departure of a soul. 
Let each from vainer trifles fly. 
And ask, " Am I prepared to die ? " 

Soon^ leaving all I love below. 

To God's tribunal I must go ; 

Must hear the judge pronounce my fate. 

And fix my everlasting state. 

But could I bear to hear him say, 
" Depart, accursed, far away ! 
'* With Satan, in the lowest hell, 
" Thou art for ever doomed to dwell ! " 

Lord Jesus, help me now to flee 
And seek my hope alone in Thee : 
Thy cleansing blood, Thy Spirit give. 
Subdue my sins, and bid me live ! 
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Then, when the solemn bell I hear, 
If saved from guilt, I need not fear ; 
Nor would the thought alarming be, 
" Perhaps it next may toll for me !" 



Bather my spirit would rejoice. 
And wish and long to hear Thy voice ; 
Glad, when it bids me earth resign. 
Secure of heaven, if Thou art mine ! 



(< 



MY SOUL 18 EVEN AS A WEANED CHILD. 



»> 



Quiet, Lord, my froward heart : 
Make me teachable and mild. 

Upright, simple, free from art ; 
Make me as a weaned child ; 

From distrust and envy free, 

Pleas'd with all that pleases Thee. 

What Thou shalt to-day provide, 
Let me as a child receive ; 

What to-morrow may betide, 
Calmly to Thy wisdom leave : 

'Tis enough that Thou wilt care, 

Why should I the burden bear ? 



As a little child relies 

On a care beyond his own ; 

Knows he's neither strong nor wise ; 
Fears to stir a step alone ; 

Let me thus with Thee abide, 

As my Father, Guard, and Guide. 
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Thus preseiVd from Satan's wiles. 
Safe from dangers, free from fears, 

May 1 live upon Thy smiles. 
Till the promis'd hour appears. 

When the sons of Gt>d shall prove 

All their Father's. boundless love. 



1 FRIEND THAT STICKETH CLOSER THAN A BROTHEK 



One there is, above all others, 
Well deserves the name of Friend ; 

His is love beyond a brother's, 
Costly, free, and knows no end ! 

They who once His kindness prove. 

Find it everlasting love. 

Which of all our friends, to save us, 
Could or would have shed his blood ? 

But our Jesus died to have us 
Reconcil'd in Him to God : 

This was boundless love indeed ! 

Jesus is a friend in need. 

When He liv'd on earth abased. 
Friend of sinners was His name ; 

Now, above all glory raised. 
He rejoices in the same : 

Still He calls them brethren, friends. 

And to all their wants attends. 

N 
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Covld we bear from one another 
What He daily bears from us ? 

Yet this glorious Friend and Brother 
Loves us though we treat Him thus ! 

Though for good we render iU, 

He accoimts us brethren still. 



Oh ! for grace our hearts to soften ; 

Teach us. Lord, at length to love ; 
We, alas ! forget too often 

WTiat a friend we have above : 
But, when home our souls are brought. 
We will love Thee as we ought. 



" THY JUDGMENTS AKE LIKE TUE GREAT DEEP. 



i» 



In every object here I see 

Something, O Lord, that leads to Thee : 
Firm as the rocks Thy promise stands, 
Thy mercies countless as the sands ; 
Thy love, a sea immensely wide. 
Thy grace, an ever-flowing tide. 



In every object here I see 

Something, my heart, that points at thee : 
Hard as the rocks that bound the strand. 
Unfruitful as the barren sand, 
Deep and deceitful as the ocean. 
And, like the tides, in constant motion. 
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WATT TIIOU ONLY UPON GOD. 



Wait ! O my soul, thy Maker's will ; 
Tumultuous passions, all be still ! 
Nor let a murmuring thought arise ; 
His ways are just, his counsels wise. 



He iu the tliickest darkness dwells, 
Performs his work, — the ciiuse conceals ! 
But though His methods are unknown, 
Judgment and truth support His throne. 



Wait ! then, my soul, submissive wait. 
Prostrate belbre His awful seat ; 
And, midst the terrors of His rod. 
Trust in a wise and gracious God. 
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HE BEHELD THE CITY, AND WEPT OVER IT. 



»» 



Did Christ o'er sinners weep ? 
And shall our cheeks be dry ? 
Let floods of penitential grief 
Burst forth from every eye. 



The Son of God in tears ! 
Angels with wonder see ! 
Be thou astonished, O my soul ! 
He shed those tears for thee. 



He wept that we might weep ; 
Each sin demands a tear ; 
In heaven alone no sin is found, 
And there's no weeping there. 



C( 



Y£ ABE COME UNTO MOUNT ZION/* &C. 



Ye angels who stand round the throne, 
And view my EmmanueFs face, 
In rapturous songs make Him known. 
Tune, tune your soft harps to His praise : 
He formed you the spirits you are, 
So happy, so noble, so good ; 
When others sunk down in despair. 
Confirmed by His power ye stood. 



Ye saints who stand nearer than thev, 
And cast your bright crowns at His feet, 
His grace and His glory display, 
And all His rich mercy repeat : 
He snatched you from hell and the grave, 
He ransomed from death and despair ; 
For you He was mighty to save, 
Ahnighty to bring you safe there. 
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Oh ! when will the moment appear. 
When I shall unite in your song ? 
Fm weary of lingering here, 
And I to your Saviour belong ! 
I'm fettered and chained up in clay, 
I struggle and pant to be free ; 
I long to be soaring away. 
My God and my Saviour to see ! 



I want to put on my attire. 

Washed white in the blood of the Lamb 

I want to be one of your choir. 

And tune my sweet harp to His name : 

I want — O 1 want to be there. 

Where sorrow and sin bid adieu : 

Your joy and your friendship to share, 

To wonder and worship with you ! 



AND MANY WOMEN W£R£ THERE, BEHOLDING.'* 



Sweet the moments, rich in blessing. 
Which before the cross I spend ; 

Life, and health, and peace possessing. 
From the sinner's dying Friend. 

Here I'll sit for ever viewing 

Mercy's streams, in streams of blood, 
Precious drops, niy soul bedewing, 

Plead and claim my ])eace with God. 

Love and grief my heart dividing. 
Gazing here Td spend my breath ; 

Constant still in faith abiding. 
Life deriving from His death : 

Lord, in ceaseless contemplation, 
Fix my heart and eyes on Thine, 

Till 1 taste Thv whole salvation, 
Where unveiled Thy glories shine ! 



it 



HIS WAYS ARE PAST FINDING OUT. 



>> 



Thy way, O Lord, is in the sea ; 

Thy paths I cannot trace ; 
Nor comprehend the mystery 

Of Thine unbounded grace. 

Here, the dark veils of flesh and sense 
My captive soid surround ; 

Mysterious deeps of providence 
My wandering thoughts confound, 

"When I behold Thine awful hand 

My earthly hopes destroy. 
In deep astonishment I stand. 

And ask the reason why P 



As through a glass I dimly see 
The wonders of Thy love ; 

How little do I know of Thee, 
Or of the joys above ! 



N 5 
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'Tis but in part I know Thy will ; 

I bless Thee for the sight : — 
When will Thy love the rest revefil. 

In glory's clearer light ? 



With rapture shall I then survey 
Thy providence and grace ; 

And spend an everlasting day 
In wonder, love, and praise 



" WHOM HAVE I IN HEAVEN BUT THEE ? 



»» 



Long plunged in sorrow, I resign 
My soul to that dear hand of thine. 

Without reserve or fear ; 
That hand shall wipe my streaming eyes, 
Or into smiles of glad surprise 

Transform the falling tear 1 

My sole possession is Thy love, 
In earth beneath, or heaven above, 

1 have no other store ; 
And though with fervent suit I pray, 
And importune Thee night and day, 

I ask Thee nothing more. 

My hours, with undiminished force 
And speed, pursue their destined course 

Obedient to Thy will : 
Nor would I murmur at my doom, 
Tho* still a suiFerer from the womb, 

And doomed to suifer still. 
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By Thy command, where'er I stray, 
Sorrow attends me all my way, 

A never-failing friend ; 
And if my sufferings may augment 
Thy praise, behold me well content, - 

Let sorrow still attend ! 



It costs me no regret, that she 

Wlio followed Christ, should follow me ; 

And though, where'er she goes. 
Thorns spring spontaneous at her feet, 
1 love her, and extract a sweet 

Yrom all mv bitter woes. 
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EVEN THERE SHALL THY HAND LEAD ME, AND THY 
RIGHT HAND SHALL GUIDE ME.'* 



THOU, by long experience tried, 
Near whom no grief can long abide ; 
My Lord, how full of sweet content 

1 pass my years of banishment ! 

All scenes alike engaging prove 
To souls impressed with sacred love ! 
Where'er they dwell, they dwell in Thee 
In heaven, in earth, or on the sea. 

To me remains nor place nor time ! 
My country is in every clime : 
I can be calm and free from care 
On any shore, since God is there. 

While place we seek, or place we shun, 
The soul finds happiness in none ; 
But with my God to guide my way, 
'Tis equal joy to go or stay. 
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Could I be cast where Thou art not, 
That were indeed a dreadful lot ; 
But regions none remote I call, 
Secure of finding God in all. 



" THOU HAST ASCENDED UP ON HIGH." 



Hail the day that sees him rise, 
Bavished from our wishful eyes ! 
Christ, awhile to mortals given, 
Re-ascends his native Heaven ; 
There the niighty conqueror waits, 
" Lift your heads, eternal gates ! 
" Wide unfold the radiant sc<me, 
" Take the King of Glor}^ in.'* 



Circled round with angel-powers. 
Their triumphant Lord and ours, 
Conqueror o'er death, hell, and sin. 
Take the King of Glory in : 
Him though highest Heaven receives. 
Still He loves the earth He leaves ; 
Though returned to His throne. 
Still He calls mankind His own. 
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See, He lifts His hands above ; 
See, He shows the prints of love ; 
Hark ! His gracious lips bestow 
Blessings on His church below : 
Still for us he intercedes, 
Prevalent His death He pleads ; 
Next Himself prepares our place, 
Saviour of the human race. 



** Master," may we ever say, 
" Taken from our head to-day. 
See thy faithful servants, see ! 
Ever gazing up to Thee ! 
Grant, though parted from our sight. 
High above yon aziu^e height. 
Grant our hearts may thither rise, 
Seeking Thee beyond the skies ! *' 



Ever upward may we move. 
Wafted on the wings of love : 
Looking when our Lord shall come. 
Longing, gasping after home ! 
There may we with Thee remain, 
Partners of Thine endless reign ; 
There Thy face unclouded see. 
Find our Heaven of Heavens in Thee. 



(( 



THEY DESIRE A BETTER COUNTRY, EVEN A 



HEAVENLY." 



Rise, my soul, and stretch thy wings. 

Thy better portion trace ; 
Rise from transitory things 

Toward heaven thy native place. 
Sun, and moon, and stars decay, 

Time shall soon this earth remove ; 
Rise, my soul, and haste away 

To seats prepared above. 



Rivers to the ocean run. 

Nor stay in all their course ; 
Fire ascending seeks the sun, — 

Both speed them to their source. 
So a soul that's bom of God, 

Pants to view His glorious face : 
Upwards tends to His abode, 

To rest in His embrace. 
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Cease, ye pilgrims, cease to moiirn. 

Press onward to the prize ; 
Soon the Saviour will return 

Triumphant in the skies. 
Yet a season, and ye know 

Happy entrance will be given, 
All our sorrow left below. 

And earth exchanged for heaven. 



" AND SUCH AN HIGH PBIEST BECAME US." 



Whebe high the heavenly temple stands. 
The house of God not made with hands, 
A great High Priest our nature wears, 
The guardian of mankind appears. 

He who for men their surety stood, 
And poured on earth His precious blood. 
Pursues in heaven His mighty plan. 
The Saviour and the firiend of man. 

Though now ascended up on high. 
He bends on earth a brother's eye : 
Partaker of the human name. 
He knows the frailty of our frame. 

Our fellow-suflferer yet retains 
A fellow-feeling of our pains ; 
And still remembers in the skies 
His tears, His agonies, and cries. 
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In every pang that rends the heart. 
The Man of Sorrows had a part ; 
He sympathizes with our grief, 
And to the sufferer sends relief. 



With boldness, therefore, at the throne. 
Let us make all our sorrows known» 
And ask the aid of heavenly power 
To help us in the evil hour. 



• IT SHALL COME TO PASS IN THE LAST DAYS." 



Behold, the mountain of the Lord 

In latter days shall rise 
On mountain tops above the hills, 

And draw the wondering eyes. 

To this the joyful nations round. 
All tribes and tongues, shall flow ; 

Up to the hill of God, they'll say, 
And to his house, we'll go. 

The beam that shines from Zion's hill, 

Shall lighten every land ; 
The king who reigns in Salem's towers. 

Shall all the world command. 

Among the nations He shall judge ; 

His judgments truth shall guide ; 
His sceptre shall protect the just. 

And quell the sinner's pride. 
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No strife shall rage, nor hostile feuds 

Disturb those peaceful years ; 
To ploughshares men shall beat their swords. 

To pruning-hooks their spears. 

No longer hosts, encountering hosts. 

Shall crowds of slain deplore ; 
They hang the trumpet in the haU, 

And study war no more. 



Come then, O house of Jacob ! come 
To worship at his shrine. 

And, walking in the light of God, 
With holy beauties shine. 



VII. 



MODERN : 



DECEASED WRITERS. 






j 



h 




tENEATH our feet and o 
Is equal waming ^ven ; 
fieneath us lie the countless dead, 
AboTC us is the Heaven I 



Their names are graven on the stone, 
Their bones are in the clay ; 

And ere another day is gone. 
Ourselves may be as they. 



Death rides on every passing brerae. 
He lurks in every flower ; 

Each season has its own disease. 
Its peril every hour ! 
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Our eyes have seen the rosy light 
Of youth's soft cheek decay. 

And fate descend in sudden night 
On manhood 8 middle day. 

Our eyes have seen the steps of age 
Halt feebly towards the tomb, 

And yet shall earth our hearts engage, 
And dreams of days to come ? 

Turn, mortal, turn I thy danger know ; 

Where'er thy foot can tread. 
The earth rings hollow from below, 

And warns thee of her dead ! 



Turn, Christian, turn! thy soul apply 

To truths divinely given ; 
The bones that underneath thee lie 

Shall live for Hell or Heaven I 



''COME OYER AND HELP US ! 



if 



From Ghreenland's icy mountains. 

From India's coral strand. 
Where Afiric's sunny fountains 

EoU down their golden sand ; 
From many an ancient river. 

From miiny a palmy plain, 
They call ut to deliver 

Their land from error's chain. 

What though the spicy breezes 
Blow soft o'er Ceylon's isle. 

Though every prospect pleases. 
And only man is vile ; 

In vain with lavish kindness. 
The gifts of (rod are strewn. 

The Heathen, in his blindness, 

Bows down to wood and stone. 

o 8 



292 

Can we, whose souls are lighted 

With wisdom from on high, 
Can we, to men benighted, 

The lamp of life deny P 
Salvation ! oh. Salvation ! 

The joyful sound proclaim. 
Till each remotest nation 

Has learned Messiah's name. 



Waft, waft, ye winds, his story. 

And you, ye waters, roll. 
Till like a sea of glory 

It spreads from pole to pole ; 
Till o'er our ransomed nature 

The Lamb for sinners slain. 
Redeemer, King, Creator, 

In bliss returns to reign. 



** HIS FEET SHALL STAND ON THE MOUNT OP OLIVES. 



»» 



The Lord will come ! the earth shall quake, 
The hills their fixed seat forsake ; 
And, withering, from the vault of night, 
The stars withdraw their feeble light. 

The Lord will come ! but not the same 

As once in lowly form He came, 

A silent Lamb to slaughter led. 

The bruised, the suffering, and the dead. 

The Lord will come ! a dreadful form. 
With wreath of flame, and robe of storm. 
On cherub wings, and wings of wind, 
Anointed Judge of human kind ! 



Can this be He who wont to stray 

A pilgrim on the world's highway ; 

By power oppress'd, and mock'd by pride ? 

Oh God ! is this the Crucified ? 
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Qo, tyrants ! to the rocks complain ! 
Go, seek the mountain's clefts in vain ! 
But death, victorious o'er the tomb. 
Shall sing for joy — the Lord is come I 



" THEN SHALL APPEAR THE SIGN OF THE SON OP MAN.'' 



In the sun, and moon, and stars, 
Signs and wonders there shall be ; 
Earth shall quake with inward wars. 
Nations with perplexity. 

Soon shall ocean's hoary deep, 
Toss'd with stronger tempests, rise ; 
Darker storms the mountains sweep. 
Redder lightning rend the skies. 

Evil thoughts shall shake the proud. 
Racking doubt and restless fear ; 
And, amid the thunder-cloud, 
Shall the Judge of men appear. 

But though from that awful face 
Heaven shall fade and earth shall fly, 
Fear not ye, His chosen race, 
Your redemption draweth nigh. 



*' THEM WHICH SLEEP IN JESUS WILL OOD BRING WHH 



HIM. 



Thou art gone to the grave ! but we will not deplore thee, 
Though sorrow and darkness encompass the tomb : 
Thy Saviour has passed through its portal before thee, 
And the lamp of His love is thy guide through the gloom ! 

Thou art gone to the grave ; we no longer behold thee, 
Nor tread the rough paths of the world by thy side ; 
But the wide arms of mercy are spread to enfold thee, 
And sinners may die, for the sinless has died! 

Thou art gone to the grave ! and, its mansion forsaking. 
Perhaps thy weak spirit in fear lingered long; 
But the mild rays of Paradise beamed on thy waking, 
And the sound which thou beard*st was the Seraphim's 
song. 

Thou art gone to the grave ! but we will not deplore thee, 
Whose God was thy ransom, thy guardian, thy guide ; 
lie gave thee. He took thee, and He will restore thee. 
And death hath no sting, for the Saviour has died. 
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HE HUMBLED HIMSELF, AND BECAME OBEDIENT 



UNTO DEATH. 



>> 



To conquer and to save, the Son of God 
Came to His own in great humility, 
Who wont to ride on cherub-wings abroad, 
And round Him wrap the mantle of the sky. 
The mountains bent their necks to form His road ; 
The clouds dropt down their fatness from on high ; 
Beneath His feet the wild waves softly flow'd, 
And the wind kissed His garment tremblingly. 

The grave unbolted half his grisly door, 
(For darkness and the deep had heard His fame, 
Nor longer might their ancient rule endure ;) 
The mightiest of mankind stood hush'd and tame : 
And, trooping on strong wing. His angels came 
To work His will, and kingdom to secure : 
No strength He needed save His Eather*s name ; 
Babes were His heralds, and His friends the poor. 



o 5 



\llA\i: W L HAVE NO CONTINllNfi (ll\ 



Ah ! when did wisdom covet length of days. 
Or seek its bliss in pleasure, wealth, or praise ? 
No : — wisdom views with an indifferent eye. 
All finite joys, all blessings bom to die. 
The soul on earth is an immortal guest. 
Compelled to starve at an unreal feast : 
A spark that upward tends by nature's force ; 
A stream diverted from its parent source ; 
A drop dissever'd from the boundless sea ; 
A moment parted from eternity I 
A pilgrim, panting for a rest to come ; 
An exile, anxious for his native home. 



" LAY NOT UP TREASUBBS UPON EARTH." 



What is this passing scene ? 

A peevish April-day ! 
A little sun, — a little rain, — 
And then night sweeps along the plain, 
And all things fade away : 
Man (soon discussed) 
Yields up his trust ; 
And all his hopes and fears lie with him in the dust ! 



And what is beauty's power ? 

It flourishes and dies ; 
Will the cold earth its silence break, 
To tell how soft, how smooth a cheek 
Beneath it's surface lies ? 
Mute, mute is all 
O'er beauty's fall ; 
Her praise resounds no more, when mantled in her pall. 
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The most beloved on earth 

Not long survives to-day ; 
So music past is obsolete. 
And yet 'twas sweet, 'twas passing sweet. 
But now 'tis gone away : 
Thus does the shade 
In memory fade, 
When in forsaken tomb the form beloved is laid ! 



Then since this world is vain 

And volatile and fleet. 
Why should I lay up earthly joys, 
Where rust corrupts and moth destroys. 
And cares and sorrows eat ? 
Why fly from ill 
With anxious skill, 
When soon this hand will freeze, this throbbing heart 
lie stiU? 



" TOUCHED WITH THE FEELING OF OUR INFIRMITIES." 



When gathering clouds around I view, 
And days are dark, and friends arc few ; 
On Him I lean, who, not in vain. 
Experienced every human pain : 
He sees my griefs, allays my fears. 
And counts and treasures up my tears. 

If aught should tempt my soul to stray 
From heavenly wisdom's narrow way. 
To fly the good I would pursue. 
Or do the thing I would not do ; 
Still He who felt temptation's power. 
Will guard me in that dangerous hour. 

If wounded love my bosom swell. 
Despised by those I prized too well ; 
He shall His pitying aid bestow, 
Who felt on earth severer woe : 
At once betrayed, denied, or fled, 
By those who shared his daily bread. 
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When vexing thoughts within fde rise. 
And, sore dismayed, my spirit dies ; 
Yet, He, who once vouchsafed to bear 
The sickening anguish of despair. 
Shall sweetly soothe, shall gently dry. 
The throbbing heart, the streaming eye. 

When mourning o'er some stone I bend. 

Which covers all that was a Mend ; 

And from His voice. His hand. His smile. 

Divides me for a little while ; 

Thou, Saviour, mark'st the tears I shed. 

For Thou didst weep o'er Lazarus dead. 



And Oh ! when I have safely past 
Through every conflict but the last ; 
Still, still unchanging, watch beside 
My painful bed, — for Thou hast died ; 
Then point to realms of cloudless day, 
And wipe the latest tear away. 



'WHO IN THE DAYS OF HTS FLESH, — LEARNED OBEDIENCE 
BY THE THINGS WHICH HE SUFFERED." 



Saviour ! when in dust to Thee, 
Low we bow th' adoring knee. 
When, repentant, to the skies 
Scarce we lift our streaming eyes, — 
Oh ! by all the pains and woe. 
Suffered once for man below, 
Bending from Thy throne on high, 
Hear our solemn litany. 

By Thy helpless infant years. 
By Thy life of wants and tears. 
By Thy days of sore distress 
In the savage wilderness, — 
By the dread, permitted hour 
Of th' insulting tempter's power, — 
Turn, O turn a pitying eye. 
Hear our solemn litany ! 



By the sacred griefs that wept. 
O'er the grave where Lazarus slept,- 
By the boding tears that flowed 
Over Salem's loved abode, — 
By the anguished tear that told 
Treachery lurked within thy fold, — 
From Thy seat above the sky. 
Hear our solemn litany ! 

By Thine hour of dire despair. 
By Thine agony of prayer, — 
By the cross, the nail, the thorn. 
Piercing spear, and torturing scorn. 
By the gloom that veiled the skies 
O'er the dreadful sacrifice. 
Listen to our humble cry. 
Hear our solenm litany ! 

By the deep expiring groan, 
By the sad sepulchral stone. 
By the vault whose dark abode 
Held in vain the rising God, — 
Oh ! from earth to heaven restored, 
Mighty re- ascended Lord, 
Listen, listen to the cry 
Of our solemn litany ! 



•• TO KNOW THE LOVE OF CHRIST." 



The Grod of glory dwells on higli. 

He rules the armies of the sky ; 

Ten thousand thousand round Him stand. 

Obedient to their king's conmiand. 

The God of glory, moved by love. 
Descends in mercy from above ; 
And He, before whom angels bow. 
Is found a man of grief below. 

This love is great, too great for thought. 
Its length and breadth in vain are sought ; 
No tongue can tell its depth and height. 
The love of God is infinite. 

But though His love no measure knows, 
The Saviour to His people shews 
Enough to give them joy, when known : 
Enough to make their hearts His own. 
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Constrained by this, they walk with Him, 
His love, their most delightful theme ; 
To glorify Him here, their aim ; 
Their hope, in heaven to praise His name. 



** O THAT I HAD WINGS LIKE A DOVE ! " 



O Ziox ! when I think on thee, 
I long for pinions like the dove. 

And mourn to think that I should be 
So distant from the place I love. 

A captive here, and far from home. 
For Zion's sacred walls I sigh ; 

To Zion all the ransomed come, 
And see the Saviour eye to eye. 

While here I walk on hostile ground. 
The few that I can call my friends 

Are, like myself, with fetters bound. 
And weariness our steps attends. 



But yet we shall behold the day. 
When Zion's children shall return ; 

Our sorrows then shall flee away. 
And we shall never, never mourn. 
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The hope that such a day will come. 
Makes even the captive's portion sweet ; 

Though now we wander far from home. 
In Zion soon we all shall meet. 




LESS THAN THE LEAST OF ALL SAINTS. 



A Saint ! Oh ! would that I could claim 
The privileged, the honoured name. 
And confidently take my stand. 
Though lowest, in the saintly band ! 

Would, though it were in scorn applied, 
That term the test of truth could bide ! 
Like kingly salutations given 
In mockery to the King of Heaven. 

A Saint ! And what imports the name 
Thus bandied in derision's game ? 
" Holy, and separate from sin ; 
*' To good, nay, even to God akin." 

Is such the meaning of a name, 

From which a Christian shrinks with shame ? 

Yes, dazzled with the glorious sight. 

He owns his crown is all too bright. 
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And ill might son of Adam dare 
Alone such honour's weight to bear ; 
But fearlessly he takes the load. 
United to the Son of God. 

A Saint ; O give me but some sign, 
Some seal to prove the title mine. 
And warmer thanks Thou shalt command, 
Than bringing kingdoms in thine hand. 

Oh ! for an interest in that name. 
When hcU shall ope its jaws of flame. 
And scorners to their doom be hurled. 
While scorned saints * shall judge the world !' 



How shall the name of saints be prized, 
Tho' now neglected and despised. 
When truth shall witness to the word, 
That none but saints ' shall see the Lord ! * 



O GIVE LIGHT TO THEM THAT SIT IN DARKNESS. 
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Thou whose Almighty Word 
Chaos and darkness heard, 

And took their flight ; 
Hear us, we humbly pray, 
And where the Gospel's day 
Shed not its glorious ray, 

" Let there be Light ! " 



Thou who didst come to bring. 
On Thy redeeming wing. 

Healing and sight ; 
Health to the sick in mind, 
Sight to the inly blind ; 
Oh, now to all mankind 

"Let there be Light!'* 
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But must I part with all ? 

My heart still fondly pleads ; 
Yes, — ^Dagon's self must fell. 

It beats, it throbs, it bleeds : 
Is there no balm in Gilead found, 
To sooth and heal the smarting wound ? 

O yes, there is a balm, 

A kind Physician there, 
My fevered mind to calm. 

To bid me not despair : 
Aid me, dear Saviour, set me free. 
And I will all resign to Thee. 



O may I feel thy worth. 

And let no idol dare, 
No vanity of earth. 

With Thee, my Lord, compare ! 
Now bid all worldly joys depart. 
And reign supremely in my heart ! 



'* WITH GK0ANING8 THAT CANNOT BE UTTERED." 



Plead Thou — oh plead my cause ! 

Each self-excusing plea 

My trembling soul withdraws, 

And flies to Thee. 
Where Justice rears her throne, 
Ah ! who, save thee alone. 
May stand, O spotless One P — 

Plead thou my cause ! 



Ah ! plead not aught of mine. 
Before thine altar thrown : 
Fragments — when all is thine — 

All — ^all thine own I 
Thou seest what stains they bear : 
Oh ! since each tear, each prayer, 
Hath need of pardon there, 

Plead thou my cause ! 

PS 
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With lips that, dying, breathed 
Blessings for words of scorn ; 
With brow where 1 had wreathed 

The piercing thorn ; 
With breast to whose pure tide 
He did the weapon guide. 
Who hath no home beside. 

Plead Thou my cause! 



Plead — when the tempter's art. 
To each fond hope of mine, 
Denies this faithless heart 

Can e'er be thine. 
If slander whisper, too, 
The sin I never knew. 
Thou, who could urge the true, 
Plead Thou my cause ! 



Oh ! plead my cause above : 
Plead Thine within my breast, 
Till there Thy peaceful Dove 

Shall build her nest. 
Thou kuow'st this will — ^how frail : 
Thou know'st — though language fail- 
My soul's mysterious tale : — 

Plead Thou my cause ! 



*• OP THINE OWN HAVE WE GIVEN THEE ! " 



How sweet shall be the incense of my prayer ! 

Since He who bids me, gives the power to pray, 
I may draw near, and bring those spices rare, 

That spring not forth from my unfertile clay. 

Source of all perfect gifls I — ah ! who shall lay 
Aught at thy feet, save that by thee bestowed ? 

Thine is the softening dew, the quickening ray ; 
And thine the right to reap where thou hast strewed. 



Forerunner to the purchased abode ! 

Oh shed thou then upon me — e'en on me. 
Thy light to find, thy strength to tread the road. 

To where the pure in heart shall dwell with thee. 
Take all thine own : — ^inspire, enkindle, raise. 
My thoughts, my tongue, my life, to thy immortal praise ! 



<<AND SHI AMSWEKED, IT IS WELL ! 
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YE, who, with the silent tear 
And saddened step, assemble here, 
To bear these cold, these loved remains. 
Where dark and cheerless silence reigns ; 
Your sorrows hush, your grie& dispel. 
The Saviour lives, — and " all is well ! " 



Those eyes, indeed, are rayless now ; 
And pale that cheek, and chill that "brow ; 
Yet, could that lifeless form declare 
The joys its soul is called to share. 
How would those lips rejoice to tell, 
* The Saviour lives—" and all is weU !" ' 



MY DAYS ABS LIKE A SHADOW THAT DECLINETH. 

Child of tbe dust ! if e'er thine eve 

Has watcVd the torrent's flow. 
Where, distant from its source on high. 

It sweeps the vale below, 
Then hast thou seen a silent force 

Pervade its current strong ; 
No sounds no ripple, marks its course, 

And yet it speeds along. 

'lis noiseless thus, yet swift as thought 

The stream of time rolls by ; 
And thus, though man regards them not. 

His precious moments fly. 
A few brief days, in splendour bright. 

Yon glorious orb has shone ; 
Add next a few returns of night. 

And, lo ! a year is gone. 
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Lord I grant me grace these seasons fleet 

To Thee alone to spend, 
That I with joy Thy face may meet. 

When life's short conrse shall end : 
And teach me on that Saviour's love 

To build my only trust, 
Who, though He fills a throne above. 

Was once allied to dust. 



Oh then, while days and years shall glide 

In silent speed away. 
My soul shaU view the ebbing tide 

But know no sad dismay ; 
For still my SaYiour-Gt>d shall be 

At hand, though unperceived. 
And I salvation nearer see 

Than when I first believed. 



THERE IS NO DISCHARGE IN THAT WAR. 



Leates have their time to fall, 
And flowers to wither at the north- wind's breath, 

And stars to set, — ^but all, 
Thou hast all seasons for thine own, O Death. 

Day is for mortal care, 
Eve for glad tidings round the joyous hearth. 

Night for the dreams of sleep, the voice of prayer, 
But all for Thee, thou mightiest of the earth. 

The banquet hath its hour. 
Its feverish hour of mirth, and song, and wine ; 

There comes a day for griefs o'erwhelming power, 
A time for softer tears, — ^but all are Thine ! 

Youth and the opening rose 
May look like things too glorious for decay. 

And smile at thee ! — ^but thou art not of those 
That wait the ripened bloom to seize their prey ! 

P5 
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Leaves haye their time to fall. 
And flowers to wither at the north-wind's breath, 

And stars to set, — ^but all, 
Thon hast all seasons for thine own, O Death. 

We know when moons shall wane ; 
When summer birds from far shall cross the sea. 

When autumn's hue shall tinge the golden gram,- 
But who shall teach us when to look for Thee ! 

Is it when spring's first gale 
Comes forth to whisper where the violets lie f 

Is it when roses in our path grow pale ? 
Thej have one season, — all are ours to die ! 

Thou art where billows foam, 
Thou art where music melts upon the air ; 

Thou art around us in our peaceful home. 
And the world calls us forth, — and Thou art there ! 

Thou art where friend meets friend, 
Beneath the shadow of the elm to rest ; 

Thou art where foe meets foe, and trumpets rend 
The skies, and swords beat down the princely crest. 

Leaves have their time to fall, 
And flowers to wither at the north-wind's breath. 

And stars to set, — ^but all. 
Thou linst all seasons for thine own, O Death. 



EYE HATH MOT SEEN, NOB EAR HEARD. 



" I HEAR thee speak of the better land ; 
Thou callest its children a happy band : 
Mother ! oh ! where is that radiant shore ? — 
Shall we not seek it, and weep no more ? — 
Is it where the flower of the orange blows, 
And the fire-flies dance through the myrtle boughs ?'* 
— " Not there — not there, my child !" 



" Is it where the feathery palm-trees rise, 
And the date grows ripe under sunny skies ? — 
Or midst the green islands of glittering seas. 
Where fragrant forests perfume the breeze ; 
And strange bright birds, on their starry wings. 
Bear the rich hues of all glorious things ? '* 

— " Not there — not there, my child ! " 
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" la it far away, in some region old, 

Where the rivers wander o'er sands of gold ? — 

Where the burning rays of the ruby shine. 

And the diamond lights up the secret mine. 

And the pearl gleams forth from the coral strand^ 

Is it there, sweet mother, — that better land?" 

— " Not there — not there, my child!*' 



" Eye hath not seen it, my gentle boy]! 
Ear hath not heard its deep songs of joy ; 
Dreams cannot picture a world so fair — 
Sorrow and death may not enter there ; 
Time does not breathe on its fadeless bloom. 
For beyond the clouds, and beyond the tomb. 

It is there — ^it is there, my child ! " 



•* THOUGH HE SHOULD SLAY ME, YET WILL I TRUST 

IN HIM." 



Eaith, like a simple, unsuspecting child, 
Serenely resting on its mother's arm, 

Beposing every care upon her God, 

Sleeps on His bosom, and expects no harm : 

Beceives with joy the promises He makes, 
Nor questions of His purpose or His power ; 

She does not doubting ask, " Can this be so ?'* 
The Lord hath said it, and there needs no more. 



However deep be the mysterious word. 
However dark, she disbelieves it not ; 

Where Beason would examine. Faith obeys. 
And " It is written," answers every doubt. 

In vain, with rude and overwhelming force. 
Conscience repeats her tale of misery ; 

And powers infernal, wakeful to destroy. 
Urge the worn spirit to despair and die. 



326 



As evening's pale and solitaty star 

But brightens while the darkness gathers roond; 
So Faith, unmoved amidst surrounding storms. 

Is fairest seen in darkness most profound. 



«< 



NEYEBTHELES8, NOT AS I WILL, BUT AS THOU WILT. 
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OiUCE does not steel the faithful heart, 
That it should know no ill ; 

We learn to kiss the chastening rod, 
And feel its sharpness still. 

• 

But how unlike the Christianas tears. 
To those the world must shed ! 

His sighs are tranquil and resigned 
As the heart from which they sped. 

The saint may be compelled to meet 

Misfortune's saddest blow ; 
His bosom is alive to feel 

The keenest pang of woe : 



But, ever as the wound is given. 
There is a hand unseen. 

Hasting to wipe away the scar, 
And hide where it has been. 



The Christian would not have his lot 

Be other than it is ; 
For, while his Father roles the world. 

He knows that world is his. 

He knows that He who gave the best, . 

Will give him all beside ; 
Assured each seeming good he asks 

Is evil, if denied. 

When clouds or sorrow gather round, 

His bosom owns no fear ; 
He knows, where* er his portion be, 

His Gk>d will still be there. 

And when the threatSied storm has burst, 

Whate'er the trial be. 
Something yet whispers him within, 

' Be still, for it is He ! ' 

Poor nature, ever weak, will shrink 

From the afflictive stroke ; 
But faith disclaims the hasty plaint 

Impatient nature spoke. 

His grateful bosom quickly learns 

Its sorrows to disown ; 
Yields to His pleasure, and forgets 

The choice was not his own. 



' SBEINO, THEN, THAT ALL THESE THINGS SHALL BE 

DISSOLVED." 



A.SK the bird that soars on high, 
Midway between earth and sky. 
What he sees, when he is there, 
Of the world's receding sphere. 

He oould teach, if he might say, 
Heavenward as he bends his way. 
How the wide world lessens fast 
In the growing distance lost. 

Lesser objects lost to view. 
Great ones are but little now — 
All that once were bright and fair. 
Lose their tints and disappear. 

Doubt yon, then, why they who rise 
Near and nearer to the sides. 
See on earth's diminished sphere. 
Little that is worth their care ? 
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They whose bososis onoe could joy 
In the vain world's yainest toy — 
They whose hearts could sometimes feel 
E'en the slightest touch of ill — 

From the world by sorrow riven, 
Gone already half to heaven^ 
Look with calmness on a scene. 
Scarcely now within their ken. 



Deem not that the heart is chilled. 
Which, though once with anguish filled, 
Such emotions all forgot. 
Can smile and say, ' It matters not.' 



" THE LORD IS MY SUEPHEKD." 



Glorious Shepherd of the sheep. 
May I dare to call me Thine, 
One whom Thou wilt tend and keep 
Safe beneath Thy wings divine P 
Ah ! with Thee so kind and near, 
What have 1 to wish or fear ? 

Where the heavenly pastures grow. 
Where the living waters glide, 
Led and fed by Thee below, 
I have nought to ask beside ; 
Nought but thankfulness of heart, 
To proclaim how good Thou art. 

Keep me in Thy righteous ways. 
Guide me with Thy holy wand. 
Through this Hfe's perplexing maze. 
Through the vale of death beyond ; 
Gracious Thou, and happy I, 
With so great a Friend so nigh. 
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In the desert then Fm fed, 
Manna round me rains from high, 
Holy oil anoints my head» 
And my cniise is never dry ; 
Then from grace I pass to grace. 
Soon to meet Thee face to face. 



BLESSED ABE THEY THAT DWELL IN THY HOUSE. 



Pleasant are Thy courts above, 
In the land of light and love ; 
Pleasant are Thy courts below. 
In the land of sin and woe. 
O my spirit longs and faints 
For the converse of Thy saints. 
For the brightness of Thy face, 
King of glory, God of grace ! 

Happy birds, that sing and fly 
Bound Thy altars, O Most High ! 
Happier souls, that find a rest 
In a heavenly Father's breast ! 
like the wandering dove, that found 
No repose on earth around, 
They can to their ark repair. 
And enjoy it ever there. 
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Happy souls, their praises flow 

Even in this vale of woe ! 

Waters in the desert rise, 

Manna feeds them from the skies : 

On they go from strength to strength, 

Till they reach Thy throne at length ; 

At Thy feet adoring fall. 

Who hast led them safe through all. 



Lord, be mine this prize to win ; 
Guide me through a world of sin ; 
Keep me by Thy saving grace ; 
Give me at Thy side a place. 
Sun and shield alike Thou art ; 
Guide and guard my erring heart ; 
Grace and glory flow from Thee ; 
Shower, O shower them, Lord, on me. 
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UNDER HIS WINGS SHALT THOU TRUST. 
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There Is a safe and secret place 
Beneath the wings divine, 

Beserved for all the heirs of grace ; — 
O be that refuge mine ! 

The least and feeblest there may bide 

Uninjured and unawed ; 
While thousands fall on every side, 

He rests secure in Qod. 

The angels watch him on his way 
And aid with friendly arm ; 

And Satan, roaring for his prey, 
May hate, but cannot harm. 



He feeds in pastures large and fair 
Of truth and love divine : 

O child of God ! O glory's heir. 
How rich a lot is thine I 
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A hand almighty to defend. 

An ear for eveiy call, 
An honoured life, a peaceful end, 

And heaven to crown it all ! 



" WHAT KEWABD SHALL 1 GIVE UNTO THE LORD ? '* 



Dark was my lot, and long it spumed 
The poor reliefs that man could give ; 

Till God my wayward spirit turned, 
And bade me see, believe, and live. 

Then flowed my tears, then woke my tongue, 

And loud His grace to sinners sung. 

O what return can I bestow, 

Bestow, my God, on mighty Thee ! 

What can I give, that will not flow 
In tenfold blessings back on me ? 

How rich on earth Thy cup of love ! 

How richer still the fount above ! 



Be mine to own Thy gentle sway, 
To live, to die, to Thee alone ; 

Whom should I love, and whom obey, 
But Him who made me twice His own ? 

Who formed me by His living breath P 

Who rescued me from sin and death ? 

Q 



338 



Him will I praise ; heart, hand, and tongue, 
To Him shall daily offerings hring ; 

I'll dwell His ransomed train among, 
The Lamb's high song with them to sing ; 

Till I sliall join a brighter choir, 

And lend a theme to every lyre. 



"ABIDE WITH US: — FOR THE DAY IS PAR SPENT." 



Abide with me ! Fast falls the eventide ; 
The darkness deepens : Lord, with me abide ! 
When other helpers fail, and comforts flee, 
Help of the helpless, O abide with me ! 

Swift to its dose ebbs out life's little day ! 
Earth's joys grow dim ; its glories pass away : 
Change and decay in all around I see ; 
Thou, who changest not, abide with me ! 

Not a brief glance I beg, a passing word ; 
But as Thou dwell' st with Thy disciples, Lord, 
Familiar, condescending, patient, free. 
Come, not to sojourn, but abide with me. 

Come, not in terrors, as the King of kings ; 

But kind, and good, with healing in Thy wings : 

Tears for all woes, a heart for every plea. 

Come, Friend of sinners, and thus bide with me ! 

Q 2 
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Thou on my head, in early youth didst smile. 
And, though rebellioas and peryene meanwhile, 
Thou hast not left me, oft as I left Thee. 
On to the dose, O Lord, abide with me ! 

I need Thy presence every passing hour : 
What but Thy grace can foil the tempter's power? 
Who like Thyself my guide and stay can be ? 
Through doud and sunshine, abide with me ! 

I fear no foe, with Thee at hand to bless : 
nis have no weight, and tears no bitterness. 
Where is death's sting? where, grave, thy victory? 
I triumph still, if Thou abide with me. 



Hold then Thy cross before my closing eyes ; 
Shine through the gloom, and point me to the sides : 
Heaven'smomingbrcaks, and earth's vain shadows flee : 
In life and death, O Lord, abide with me ! 



YIII. 



LIVING POETS : 



MONTGOMERY: KEBLE: MILMAN 



&c. 8tc. 



S^:,-r^~. 




" THXU WHICH E 



JESUS WILL GOD BRING 



pWPL BIENP after friend depHrts ; 

,*»^ Who hath not lost a friend ? 
There is no muon bere of hearts 

That finds not here an end ; 
Were this frail world our finsl rest. 
Living or dying, none were blest. 



Beyond the flight of time, — 

Beyond the reign of death, — 

There surely is some bleased clime 

Where life is not a breath ; 
Nor life's affections, transient fire. 
Whose sparks fly upwards and eipirc. 
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There is a world above, 
Where parting is unknown ; 
A long eternity of love, 

Formed for the good alone ; 
And faith beholds the dying, here. 
Translated to that glorious sphere ! 



Thus star by star declines. 

Till all are past away. 
As morning high and higher shines. 

To pure and perfect day : 
Nor sink those stars in empty night, 
But hide themselves in heaven's own light, 



" REJOICE EVERMORE ! 
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Songs of praise the angels sang. 
Heaven with hallelujahs rang, 
When Jehovah's work begun. 
When He spake, and it was done. 

Songs of praise awoke the mom, 
When the Prince of Peace was bom ; 
Songs of praise arose, when He 
Captive led captivity. 

Heaven and earth must pass away» 
Songs of praise shall crown that day : 
God will make new heavens and earth. 
Songs of praise shall hail their birth. 

And will man alone be dumb, 
Till that glorious kingdom come ? 
No ; — ^the Church delights to nine 
Psalms and hymns, and songs of praise. 
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Baptize the nations ; far and nigh. 
The triumphs of the cross record ; 

The name of Jesus glorify. 
Till every kindred call Him Lord. 



Qod from eternity hath will'd. 

All flesh shall his salvation see ; 
So be the Father's love fulfill'd, 

The Saviour's sufferings crown'd, through Thee. 



« 



AND 1 SAW A GREAT WHITE THKONE. 
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The days and years of time are fled ; 

Sun, moon, and stars have shone their last ; 
The earth and sea gave up their dead, 

Then vanished, at the archangel's blast : 
All secret things have been reveal' d. 

Judgment is pass'd, the sentence seal'd, 
And man to all eternity 

What he is now henceforth must be. 



From Adam to his youngest heir. 

Not one escaped that muster-roll ; 
Each, as if- he alone were there, 

Stand up, and won or lost his sold ; 
These from the Judge's presence go 

Down into everlasting woe ; 
Vengeance hath barr'd the gates of Hell, 

The scenes within no tongue can tell. 
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But lo ! far off the righteous pass 

To glory from the King*8 right hand ; 
In silence on the sea of glass, 

Heaven's numbers without number stand, 
While He who bore the cross lays down 

His priestly robe and victor-crown ; 
The mediatorial reign complete, 

AU things are put beneath his feet. 

Then every eye in Him shall see, 

(While thrones and powers before him fall,) 
The fulness of the Deity, 

Where Gk)d himself is aU in all : 
O how eternity shaU ring 

With the first note the ransom' d sing ; 
While in the strain all voices blend, 

Which once begun shall never end. 

In that imutterable song, 

Shall I employ immortal breath ? 
Or with the wicked borne along, 

For ever die " the second death? " 
Jesus ! my life, my light, Thou art ; 

Thy word is in my mouth, my heart : 
Lord, I believe, — my spirit save, 

From sinking lower than the grave. 



" ON EARTH, peace!" 



The scene around me disappears, 
And borne to ancient regions, 

While time recals the fUght of years, 
I see angelic legions 

Descending in an orb of light, 

Amid the dark and silent night ; 
I hear celestial yoices. 



" Tidings, glad tidings from above, 
To eveiy age and nation ; 

Tidings, glad tidings, — God is love ; 
To man He sends salvation : 

His Son beloved, His only Son, 

The work of mercy hath begun ; 
GKve to His name the glory." 
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Early hasten to the tomb, 

Where they laid his breathless day ; 
All is solitude and gloom, 

Who hath taken Him away ? 
Christ is risen ; — He meets our eyes ; 

Saviour, teach us so to rise ! 



" BEHOLD ! HB PBAYETH ! *' 



Prayer is the soul's sincere desire, 

Uttered or unexpressed ; 
The motion of a hidden fire, 

That trembles in the breast. 

Prayer is the burden of a sigh, 

The failing of a tear ; 
The upward glancing of an eye, 

When none but Grod is near. 

Prayer is the simplest form of speech 

That infant lips can try ; 
Prayer, the sublimest strains that reach, 

The Majesty on high. 



Prayer is the Christian's vital breath. 
The Christian's native air ; 

His watch-word at the gates of death ; 
He enters heaven with prayer. 
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Prayer is the contrite sinner's voice, 
Eetuming fix)m his ways ; 

While angels in their songs rejoice, 
And cry, ** Behold he prays ! " 

The saints in prayer appear as one. 
In word, in did. Z nund. 

While with the Father, and the Son, 
Sweet fellowship they find. 

Nor prayer is made on earth alone ; 

The Holy Spirit pleads. 
And Jesus, on the eternal throne. 

For mourners intercedes. 



O Thou, by whom we come to God, 
The life, the truth, the way ! 

The path of prayer thyself hast trod : 
Lord, teach us how to pray ! 



"THOU COlfPASSEST ME ON EVERY SIDE. 
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God unseen, but not unknown, 
Thine eye is ever fixed on me ; 

1 dwell beneath thy secret throne. 
Encompassed by thy Deity. 

Throughout this universe of space 

To nothing am I long allied. 
For flight of time, and change of place. 

My strongest, dearest bonds divide. 

Parents I had, but where are they ? 

Friends whom I knew, I know no more ; 
Companions once that cheered my way, 

Have dropt behind or gone before. 



Now I am one amidst the crowd 
Of life and action hurrying round ; 

Now left alone — for like a cloud 
They came, they went, and are not found. 
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Even from myself sometimes I part, 
Unconsdous sleep is nightly death ; 

Tet surely by my bed thou art^ 
To prompt my pulse, inspire my breath. 

Of all that I have done or said 

How little can I now recal ! 
Forgotten things to me are dead ; 

With Thee they live. Thou know^st them all. 

Thou hast been with me from the womb. 

Witness to every conflict here ; 
Nor wilt Thou leave me at the tomb. 

Before Thy bar I must appear. 

The moment comes, when strength must fail, 
When health, and hope, and comfort flown, 

I must go down into the vale 

And shade of death, with Thee alone. 

Alone with Thee ; — ^in that dread strife. 

Uphold me through mine agony. 
And gently be this dying life 

Exchanged for immortality. 

Then, when the unbodied spirit lands 
Where flesh and blood have never trod. 

And in the unveiled presence stands 
Of Thee, my Saviour, and my Grod ; — 
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Be mine eternal portion this. 

Since Thou wert always here with me, 
That I may view Thy face in bliss, 

And be for evermore with Thee. 



<( 



THERE BElfAINETH A REST. 
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Oh ! where shall rest be found, 

Rest for the weary soul ? 
'Twere vain the ocean-depths to sound, 

Or pierce to either pole : 

The world can never give 

The bliss for which we sigh ; 
*Tis not the whole of life to live, 

Nor all of death to die. 



Beyond this vale of tears, 
There is a life above. 

Unmeasured by the flight of years ; 
And all that life is love : — 
There is a death, whose pang 
Outlasts the fleeting breath ; 

O^^what eternal horrors hang 
Around * the second death ! ' 
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Lord God of truth and grace. 
Teach us that death to shun, 

Lest we be banished fix)m Thy face> 
And evermore undone : 
Here would we end our quest ; 
Alone are found in Thee 

The life of perfect love, — the rest 
Of immortality. 



C( 



AND HE WAS NOT: FOB GOD TOOK HIU. 
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" Sbevant of Grod, well done ! 
Best firom thy loved employ ; 
The battle fought, the victory won. 
Enter thy Master's joy." 

^-The voice at midnight came, 
He started up to hear ; 
A mortal arrow pierced his frame, 
He fell, — ^but felt no fear. 

Tranquil amidst alarms. 
It found him on the field ; 
A veteran slumbering on his arms, 
Beneath his red-cross shield. 



His sword was in his hand, 
Still warm with recent fight. 
Beady that moment, at command. 
Through rock and steel to smite. 



363 

It was a two-edged blade, 
Of heavenly temper keen ; 
And double were the wounds it made. 
Where'er it glanced between : 

'Twas death to sin, — 'twas life 
To all who mourned for sin ; 
It kindled, and it silenced, strife, 
Made war, and peace, within. 

Oft with its fieiy force 
His arrti had quelled the foe. 
And laid, resistless in his course, 
The alien armies low. 



Bent on such glorious toils. 
The world to him was loss ; 
let all his trophies, all his spoils, 
He hung upon the Cross. 

At midnight came the cry, 
" To meet thy God prepare ! " 
He woke, — and caught his Captain's eye ; 
Then, strong in faith and prayer. 

His spirit, with a bound. 
Left its encumbering clay ; 
His tent, at sun-rise, on the ground, 
A darkened ruin lay. 

R2 
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The pains of defiih. are past. 
Labour and sorrow cease ; 
And, life's long warfiure closed at last, 
His soul is found in peace. 



Soldier of Christ, well done ! 
Pndse be thy new employ ; 
And while eternal ages run, 
Best in thy Saviour's joy. 



" LIKE A SHADOW THAT DEPARTBTH." 



This shadow on the dial's face, 

That steals, fix)m day to day, 
With slow, unseen, unceasing pace. 

Moments, and months, and years away ; 
This shadow, which, in every clime. 

Since light and motion first began, 
Hath held its course sublime ; 

What is it ? mortal man ! 
It is the scythe of time : 
— A shadow only to the eye ; 

Yet, in its calm career. 
It levels all beneath the sky ; 

And still, through each succeeding year. 
Right onward, with resistless power, 
Its stroke shall darken every hour. 
Till nature^s race be run. 
And time's last shadow shall eclipse the sun. 
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Nor only o*er the dial's face, 

This sUent phantom, day by day. 
With slow, unseen, unceasing pace. 

Steals moments, months, and years away ; 
From hoary rock, and aged tree. 

From proud Palmyra's mouldering walls, 
From Teneriffe, towering o'er the sea. 

From every blade of grass, it falls ; 
For still where'er a shadow sweeps. 

The scythe of time destroys. 
And man at every footstep weeps 

O'er evanescent joys ; 
Life's flowrets glittering with the dew of mom. 
Fair for a moment, then for ever shorn : 
— Ah ! soon, beneath the inevitable blow, 
I too shall lie, in dust and darkness low. 

Then time, the conqueror, will suspend 

His scythe, a trophy, o'er my touib, 
Whose moving shadow shall portend 

Each frail beholder's doom. 
O'er the wide earth's illumined space, 

Though time's triumphant flight be shown,- — I 

The truest index on its face. 

Points from the churchyard-stone. 
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SLEEPING^ BETWEEN TWO SOLDIERS, BOUND WITH 

TWO CHAINS." 



Thou thrice denied, yet thrice beloved. 
Watch by thine own forgiven friend ; 

In sharpest perils faithful proved. 
Let his soul love Thee to the end. 



The prayer is heard— else why so deep 
His slumber on the eve of death ? 

And wherefore smiles he in his sleep 
As one who drew celestial breath ? 

He loves and is beloved again — 
Can his soul choose but be at rest ? 

Sorrow hath fled away, and pain 
Dares not invade the guarded nest. 

He dearly loves, and not alone : 

For his winged thoughts are soaring high 
Where never yet frail heart was known 

To breathe in vain affection's sigh. 



He loves and weeps — but more than tears 
Have sealed Thy welcome and his love — 

One look lives in him, and endears 
Crosses and wrongs where'er he rove : 

That gracious chiding look, Thy call 
To win him to himself and Thee, 

Sweetening the sorrow of his fall 
Which else were rued too bitterly. 

Even through the veil of sleep it shines, 
The memory of that kindly glance ; — 

The Angel watching by divines 

And spares awhile his blissful trance. 

His dream is changed — ^the Tyrant's voice 
Calls to that last of glorious deeds — 

But as he rises to rejoice. 

Not Herod but an Angel leads. 

He dreams he sees a lamp flash bright, 
Glancing around his prison-room — 

But 'tis a gleam of heavenly light 
That Alls up all the ample gloom. 

The flame, that in a few short years 
Deep through the chambers of the dead 

Shall pierce, and dry the fount of tears. 
Is waving o'er his dungeon-bed. 
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Touched he upstarts — ^his chains unbind — 
Through darksome vault, up massy stair. 

His dizzy, doubting footsteps wind 
To freedom and cool moonlight air. 

Then all himself, all joy and cahn. 
Though for a while his hand forego. 

Just as it touched, the martyr's palm. 
He turns him to his task below ; 

The pastoral staff, the keys of heaven. 
To wield awhile in grey-haired might. 

Then from his cross to spring forgiven 
And follow Jesus out of sight. 
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PETEE 8EETH THE DISCIPLE WHOM JESUS LOTBD 



I* 



' LoBD, and what shall this man do ? ' 
Ask'st thou, Christian, for thy friend ? 

If his love for Christ be true, 
Christ hath told thee of his end : 

This is he whom God approves. 

This is he whom Jesus loves. 



Ask not of him more than this, 
Leave it in his Saviour's breast. 

Whether, early called to bliss. 
He in youth shall find his rest, 

Or armed in his station wait. 

Till his Lord be at the gate : 

Whether in his lonely course 
(Lonely, not forlorn) he stay. 

Or with love's supporting force 
Cheat the toQ and cheer the way : 

Leave it all in His high hand. 

Who doth hearts as streams command. 
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Gales from heaven, if so He will. 
Sweeter melodies can wake 

In the lonely mountain rill. 
Than the meeting waters make : 

Who hath the Father and the Son, 

May be left, but not alone. 

Sick or healthful, slave or free. 
Wealthy, or despised and poor — 

What is that to him or thee. 
So his love to Christ endure ? 

When the shore is won at last. 

Who will count the billows past ? 



Only, since our souls will shrink 
At the touch of natural grief, 

When our earthly loved ones sink. 
Lend us, Lord, thy sure relief ; 

Patient hearts, their pain to see, 

And thy grace, to follow Thee. 



" MEEK AND LOWLY IN HEAUT. 



•1 



For thou wert bom of woman ! thou didst come, 
O Holiest 1 to this world of sin and gloom. 
Not in thy dread omnipotent array ; 
And not by thunders strewed was thy tempestuous road ; 
Nor indignation burnt before thee on thy way. 
But thee, a soft and naked child. 

Thy mother undefiled. 
In the rude manger laid to rest 
From off her virgin breast. 



The heavens were not commanded to prepare 
A gorgeous canopy of golden air : 
Nor stooped their lamps th*cnthroned fires on high : 
A single silent star came wandering from afar. 
Gliding unchecked and calm along the liquid sky ; 
The eastern sages leading on 

As at a kingly throne. 
To lay their gold and odours sweet 
Before Thy infant feet. 
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The earth and ocean were not hushed to hear 
Bright harmony from every starry sphere ; 
Nor at thy presence brake the voice of song 
From all the cherub -choirs, and seraphs* burning lyres 
Poured thro' the host of heaven the charmed clouds along* 
One angel troop the strain began, 

Of all the race of man 
By simple shepherds heard alone. 
That soft Hosanna*s tone. 

And when thou didst depart, no car of flame 
To bear thee hence in lambent radiance came ; 
Nor visible angels mourned with drooping plumes : 
Nor didst thou mount on high from fatal Calvary 
With all thine own redeemed outburstiug from their tombs. 
For Thou didst bear away from earth 

But one of humau birlh^ 
The dying felon by Thy side, to be 
In Paradise with Thee. 

Nor o'er Thy cross the clouds of vengeance brake ; 
A little while the conscious earth did shake 
At that foul deed by her fierce children done ; 
A few dim hours of day the world in darkness lay ; 
Then basked in bright repose beneath the cloudless sun. 
While Thou didst sleep beneath the tomb, 

Consenting to Thy doom : 
Ere yet the white-robed angel shone 
Upon the sealed stone. 
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And when Thon didst arise. Thou didst not stand 
With devastation in Thy red right hand. 
Plaguing the goilty city's murtherons crew ; 
But Thou didst haste to meet thy moUier^s coming feet, 
And bear the w^rds of peace unto the fidthful few. 
Then calmly, slowly didst Thou rise 

Into thy native sides. 
Thy human form dissolved on high 
In its own radiancy. 



" EQUAL WITH GOD : — YET MADE HIMSELF OP NO 



REPUTATION. 



Fob Thou didst die for me, O Son of God ! 

By Thee the throbbing flesh of man was worn ; 
Thy naked feet the thorns of sorrow trod. 

And tempests beat Thy houseless head forlorn: 
Thou» that wert wont to stand 
Alone, on God s right hand. 
Before the ages were, the Eternal, eldest bom. 



Thy birthright in the world was pain and grief. 

Thy love's return, ingratitude and hate ; 
The limbs thou healest brought Thee no relief. 
The eyes Thou openedst calmly viewed Thy fate 
Thou, that wert wont to dwell 
In peace, tongue cannot tell, 
Nor heart conceive the bliss of Thy celestial state. 
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They dragged Thee to the Boman's solemn haU, 

Where the proud judge in purple splendour sate ; 
Thou stoodst a meek and patient criminal. 
Thy doom of death from human lips to wait ; 
Whose throne shall be the world 
In final ruin hurled. 
With all mankind to hear their everlasting fate. 

Thou wert alone in that fierce multitude, 

When " Crucify him I" yelled the general shout ; 
No hand to guard Thee mid those insults rude. 
Nor lip to bless in ail that frantic rout ; 
Whose lightest whispered word 
The Seraphim had heard. 
And adamantine arms from all the heavens broke out. 

They bound Thy temples with the twisted thorn. 

Thy bruised feet went languid on with pain ; 
The blood, from all Thy flesh with scourges torn. 
Deepened Thy robe of mockery's crimson grain ; 
Whose native vesture bright 
Was the unapproached light, 
The sandal of whose foot the rapid hurricane. 

They smote Thy cheek with many a ruthless palm ; 

With the cold spear Thy shuddering side they pierced ; 
The draught of bitterest gall was all the balm 

They gave, t' enhance Thy unslaked, burning thirst : 
Thou, at whose words of peace 
Did pain and anguish cease, 
And the long-buried dead their bonds of slumber burst. 
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Low bowed Thy head convulsed, and, drooped in death. 

Thy voice sent forth a sad and wailing cry ; 
Slow struggled from Thy breast the parting breath, 
And every limb was wrung with agony. 
That head, whose veilless blaze 
Filled angels with amaze. 
When at that voice sprang forth the rolling suns on high. 

And Thou wert laid within the narrow tomb, 

Thy day-cold limbs with shrouding grave-clothes bound ; 
The sealed stone confirmed Thy mortal doom, 
Lone watchmen walked thy desert burial-ground ; 
Whom heaven could not contain. 
Nor th' immeasurable plain 
Of vast Infinity inclose or circle round. 

For us, for us, Thou didst endure the pain. 

And Thy meek spirit bowed itself to shame. 
To wash our souls from sin's infecting stain, 
T'avert the Father's wrathful vengeance flame : 
Thou, that couldst nothing win 
By saving worlds from sin. 
Nor aught of glory add to Thy all-glorious name. 



DEVOUT M£N CARRIED STEPHEN TO HIS BURIAL. 



Brother, thou art gone before us. 

And thy saintly soul is floWn 
Where tears are wiped from eveiry eye. 

And sorrow is unknown : 
From the burthen of the flesh. 

And from care and fear released, 
Where the wicked cease from troubling, 

And the weary are at rest. 



The toilsome way thou'st traveUed o'er. 

And borne the heavy load. 
But Christ hath taught thy languid feet 

To reach his blest abode. 
Thou'rt sleeping now, like Lazarus 

Upon his father's breast. 
Where the wicked cease from troubling, 

And the weary are at rest, 
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Sin can never taint thee now. 

Nor doubt thy faith assail. 
Nor thy meek trust in Jesus Christ 

And the Holy Spirit fail. 
And there thou'rt sure to meet the good, 

Whom on earth thou lovedst best. 
Where the wicked cease from troubling, 

And the weary are at rest. 



" Earth to earth,'* and " Dust to dust. 

The solemn priest hath said. 
So we lay the turf above thee now. 

And we seal thy narrow bed : 
But thy spirit, brother, soars away 

Among the faithfid blest. 
Where the wicked cease from troubling. 

And the weary are at rest. 



And when the Lord shall summon us. 

Whom thou hast left behind. 
May we, untainted by the world. 

As sure a welcome find ; 
May each, like thee, depart in peace. 

To be a glorious guest. 
Where the wicked cease from troubling. 

And the weary are at rest. 



FURNACE. 



AND THE SMOKE WENT UP, AS THE SMOKE OF A 

99 



The wind blows chill across those gloomy waves. 

Oh 1 how unlike the green and dancing main ! 
The surge is foul as if it rolled o'er graves ; — 

Stranger, — here lie the cities of the plain ! 

Yes, on that plain, by wild waves covered now. 
Hose palace once, and sparking pinnacle. 

On pomp and spectacle beamed morning's glow. 
On pomp and festival the twilight fell. 

Lovely and splendid all, — ^but Sodom's soul 
Was stained with blood, and pride, and perjury. 

Long warned, long spared, till her whole heart was foul, 
And fieiy vengeance on its clouds came nigh ! 

And still she mocked, and danced, and taunting, spoke 
Her sportive blasphemies against the Throne. — 

It came 1 the thunder on her slumber broke : 

God spake the word of wrath ! Her dream was done. 
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Tet, in her final night, amid her stood 
Immortal messenger, and pausing Heaven 

Pleaded with man, but she was quite imbued, 
Her last hour waned, she scorned to be forgiven. 

'Twas done ! — down pour'd at once the sulphurous shower, 
Down stoop' d, in flame, the heaven's red canopy. 

Oh I for the arm of God in that fierce hour ! — 
'Twas vain, nor help of God or man was nigh. 



They rush, they bound, they howl, the men of sin ; — 
Still stoop'd the cloud, still burst the thicker blaze ; 

The earthquake heaved ! — ^then sank the hideous din ! 
Ton wave of darkness o'er their ashes strays. 
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HALLOWED BE THY NAME. 



«> 



Holy, holy, holy. Lord, 
In the highest heavens adored. 
Author of all nature's frame : 
Father, hallowed be Thy name ! 

Though estranged from Thee in heart, 
Doubtless Thou oiu* Father art : 
From Thy hand our spirits came : 
Father, hallowed be Thy name. 

Nor by nature's tie alone 
Thou art as our Father known : 
Nearer now, in Christ our claim : 
Father, hallowed be Thy name. 



Bom anew. Oh, may we feel 

Filial love, the Spirit's seal ; 

Cleansed from guilt, redeemed from shame 

Father, hallowed be Thy name. 
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Whether, then, in want or wealth, 
Joy or sorrow, pain or health, 
Still our prayer shall be the same : 
Father, hallowed be Thy name. 



" IT 18 FINISHED. 



t» 



*Tis finished ; — every circumstance fulfilled ; 

The conflict o*er ; the sacrifice complete. 

So He laid down His life, and went to meet 
Death in his own domain : — not till He willed. 
Yielding His breath; self- offered, but not killed. 

That voice of power, it spoke of Hell's defeat ; 

It rent the veil before the mercy-seat ; 
Through the dark regions of the dead it thrilled : — 
Earth trembled ; and the solid rocks were rent ; 

The Grave its Victor, its Invader, knew. 
No need of costly balms, with fond intent 

That which saw no corruption to imbue. 
Go, seal the stone, and aU approach prevent. — 

He burst the bands of death, and Heaven's gate open 
threw. 



c< 



FEAR NOT. ... I HAVE THE KEYS OF THE GRAVE AND 

OF DEATH." 



Oh, cling not, Trembler, to life's fragile bark : 
It fills — ^it soon must sink : 

Look not below, where all is chill and dark ; 
'Tis agony to think 

Of that wild waste ; but look, oh ! look above, 
And see the outstretched arm of Love. 



Cling not to this poor life : unlock thy clasp 

Of fleeting, vapoury air. 
The world receding soon will mock thy grasp ; 

But let the wings of prayer 
Take the blest breeze of Heaven, and upward flee. 
And life from Grod shall enter thee. 

8 
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Oh, fear not Him who walks the stormy wave : 
'Tis not a spectre, but the Lord. 

Trust thou in Him who overcame the Grave, 
Who holds in captive ward 

The powers of Hell. Heed not the monster grim ; 
Nor fear to go through death to Him. 

Look not so fondly back on this false Earth : 

Let hope not linger here. 
Say, would the worm forego its second birth, 

Or the transition fear. 
That gives it wings to try a world unknown. 
Although it wakes and mounts alone? 

But thou art not alone : on either side 

The portal, friends stand guard : 

And the kind spirits wait thy course to guide. 
Why, why should it be hard. 

To trust our Maker with the soul He gave, 
Or Him who died that soul to save ? 

Into His hands commit thy trembling spirit, 

WTio gave His life for thine. 
Guilty, fix all thy trust upon his merit : 

To Him thy heart resign. 
Oh, give Him love for love, and sweetly fall 
Into His hands who is thy All. 



TO ABIDE IN THE FLESH IS KOBE NEEDFUL. 



I WILL take refuge in my God 

From mail, and sin, and woe. 
Fain would I drop this mortal clod. 

To know as angels know ; 
And love as angels love, 

And be as angels pure. 
It is all light, pure light above, — 

BUss unalloyed and sure. 

But shall I shun the sacred fight 
Which good maintains with ill ? 

No ; strong in my Redeemer's might. 
Be mine to wrestle still. 

Here only, in this strife. 
Can I his soldier be : 

Here only spend or lose a life 

For Him who died for me. 
ss 
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Nor would I too impatient piy 

The awful veil within ; 
Or scan the' appalling mysteiy 

Of God-resisting sin. 
Oh, let me be content 

For Heaven's own light to stay. 
The night, the night, is well-nigh spent :- 

Ere long it will be day. 
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HE THAT DWELLETH IN LOVE, DWELLETH IN GOD, 

AND GOD IN HIM." 



To love, where love is shewn to me, 
With smile a smile to greet — 

Where tempers, tastes, and thoughts agree. 
In friendship's bonds to meet — 

To light at other's torch the flame. 
And bum, one common fire — 

To list the chord, and strike the same 
On a responsive wire — 

This were not hard, 'twere but to own 

The force of nature's might. 
Who ever wakes a kindred tone. 

Where harmonies unite. 

But for the living torch to bum, 

Tho' all around be chill — 
Where kindly acts meet no return, 

To feed love's fervours still — 
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To keep the heart in tune, despite 

A war of jarring sonnds — 
Still to preserve the affections right. 

And love, where hate abounds — 

This, this is hard, for nature spurns 

To render good for ill. 
And hot the angry spirit bums. 

Harsh rules the uugoyemed will. 

' Tis grace alone can mould the heart 

This gentle power to prove — 
'lis grace alone can grace impart. 

And teach the soul to love. 

O Thou, who art the Source and Spring, 

Of our new nature's birth, 
Love brought Thee down, that Thou might'st bring 

Love to this wretched earth. 

Light Thou my torch by Thine own flame ; 

So shall it ever glow, 
A light to mark from whence it came» 

Thro' all the fogs below. 



Light Thou my torch, a living sign, 
While thro' this world I rove, 

A child of love, a child of Thine— 
For Thou, my Gk)d, art Love ! 



THE SOUTH WIND BLEW, AND WE CAME TO PUTEOLl.' 



Fair sea ! whose lines of rolling wave 

Flash back the gladsome day. 
And seem, as the broad beach they lave, 

In mnnnurs soft to say, 
' Is there a wand'rer on my breast ? — 
m bear him gently to his rest. 

And soothe his cares away ; 
Here, where sweet flowers of thousand hues. 
The welcome of their balm diffuse.' 

Not thus, — not thus thine accents broke 

On Paul's awaken'd ear. 
When hoarse thy boiling waters spoke, 

And mock'd the seaman's fear ! 
Thrice rose the sun, yet flung his light 
Idly upon that triple night. 

Wrought by thy wrestlings drear ; 
Whilst on thy flckle breast of foam, 
Man found nor refuge nor a home ! 
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Rude sea ! hadst thou no sealed charge. 

That fearful crew to spare, 
To mark, when sank the fragile barge. 

Thy Lord's beloyed there ? 
Yea, tho' thou foam aboTC, below, 
Thy bounds are set — thus for may'st go. 

Farther thou may*st not dare : 
In vain thy billows course their way — 
Saved are the souls ! Disgorge thy prey ! 

And yet, methinks, when Paul once more 
Sought thy rude waves to greet. 

The rippling waters coursed the shore. 
To kiss his sainted feet — 

But he nor trusted thee, nor feared ; 

Not at thy pleasure safe he steered, 
Or 'gainst thy scowlings beat : 

He knew Jehovah ruled, as slaves, 

Thy myriad host of wanton waves. 

O for a faith ! the faith of Paul, — 

To rise above things seen ; 
To cease to feel and mourn that all 

Are not as might have been : 
That ocean, air, the land, the fire, 
Might aye celestial thoughts inspire. 

And from earth's pleasures wean — 
Then all I think, or hear, or see, 
Were token from my God to mc. 
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And thoa, fair seal — ^for be thy form, 

As spread before my sight. 
Or heaved and frothed abroad by storm. 

Or gemmed with twinklings bright — 
I love thee for thy Maker's sake, 
And bail the thoughts thy waves awake, 

Thoughts clothed in mystic might. 
That He, who rules in heaven above, 
Loves me, his child, — for He is Love. 

One hour upon this lonely shore, 

Where Paul before me trod. 
Hath lent me wings in hope to soar. 

And commune with my Ood : 
Oh would this fresh'ning southern breeze. 
That murmurs gently thro' the trees. 

And spreads their scents abroad. 
Bear hither, as my longings rise. 
The loaded gales of Paradise ! 

What is Life's course, by day and night. 

But an unstable sea. 
Now wrestling in malicious might, 

Now frothed in sportive glee — 
Why should 1 heed its restless wiles. 
Its heaving wrath, or twinkling smiles, 

Its frowns or revelry ? — 

I heed nor blame — it has its hour — 

The tool of an Almighty power. 

s 5 
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O give me grace, my gracioiu King, 

To take, as from thine hand 
The woes its boisterous tempests bring, 

The comforts of its strand — 
Then eyeiy breese shall echo, ' Come,' 
And eyeiy billow waft me home. 

To Canaan's blissful land. 
Where rolling thunders cease to roar. 
And the tossed soul rests evermore! 



IL 



ANONYMOUS. 




E^MET a fiury child, whose golden hair 
Around her sunny face in clusters hung ; 
And as she wove her king-cup chain, she sung 
Her household melodies — those strains that bear 
The hearer back to Eden. Surely ne'er 
A brighter vision bleat my dreams. " Whose child 
Art thou — " I said, " sweet ^1 1" In accent mild 
She answered, " Mother's." When I quesUooed, " Where 
Her dwelling was," — again she answered, " Home ! 
Mother I and Home I " blessed ignorance ! 
Or rather bleesed knowledge ! What advance 
Farther than this shall all the years to eome. 
With all their Ion effect F There are but given 
Two names of higher note, — •■Father," and "Heaven." 
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THERB IS NOW NO CONDEMNATION TO THEM WHICH 
ARE IN CHRIST JESUS.*' 



No condemnation ! O my 80ul» 
'lis God that speaks the word ; 

Perfect in comeliness art thou, 
In Christ thy glorious Lord. 

In heaven His blood for ever speaks 

In Grod the Father's ear ; 
His Church, the jewels, on His heart 

Jesus will ever bear. 

No condemnation I precious word I 

Consider it, my soul ; 
Thy sins were all on Jesus laid ; 

His stripes have made me whole. 

Teach us, O God, to fix our eyes 
On Christ the spotless Lamb, 

So shall we love Thy gracious will. 
And glorify Thy name. 



" MY SOUL IS EVEN AS A WEANED CHILD." 



Humble, Lord, my haughty spirit ; 
Bid my swelling thoughts subside ; 
Strip me of my fancied merit ; 
What have I to do with pride ? 

Was my Saviour meek and lowly ? 
And shaU such a worm as I, 
Weak, and earthly, and unholy. 
Dare to lift my head on high ! 

Teach me. Lord, my true condition ; 
Bring me, childlike, to Thy knee. 
Stripped of every low ambition. 
Willing to be led by Thee. 

Guide me by Thy Holy Spirit ; 
Teach me by Thy blessed word ; 
All my wisdom, all my merit, 
Borrowed from Thyself, O Lord ! 
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Like a little babe, confiding, 
Simple, docile, let me be ; 
Tnuting still to Thy providing. 
Casting every care on Thee. 



Thns my all to Thee submitting, 
I am Thine, and not my own ; 
And when earthly hopes are flitting, 
Best secnre on (]k)d alone. 



CI 



>» 



IF YE WALK IN THE LIGHT — 



Walk in the light ! so shalt thou know 

That fellowship of love, 
His Spirit only can bestow 

"Who reigns in light above. 
Walk in the light ! and sin abhorred 

Shall ne'er defile again ; 
The blood of Jesus Christ the Lord, 

Shall cleanse from every stain. 



Walk in the light ! and thou shalt find 

Thy heart made truly His, 
Who dwells in cloudless light enshrined, 

In whom no darkness is. 
Walk in the light ! and thou shalt own 

Thy darkness passed away. 
Because that light hath on thee shone. 

In which is perfect day. 
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Walk in the light ! and e*en the tomb 

No fearful shade shall wear ; 
Gloiy shall chase away its gloom. 

For Christ hath conqoer'd there ! 
Walk in the light ! and thou shalt see 

A path, though thorny, bright ; 
For God, by grace, shall dwell in thee. 

And God Himself is light. 



** I LAY IT DOWN OF MY8BLP." 



Hb wept by Lazarus' grave — ^how will He bear 
This bed of anguish ? and His pale form 

Is worn with many a watch 

Of sorrow and unrest. 

Oh ! fill the bowl ! benumb His aching sense 
With medicined sleep. — Oh ! awful in Thy woe ! 

The parched thirst of death 

Is on Thee, and Thou triest 

The slumb'rous potion bland, and wilt not drink ! 
Not sullen nor in scorn, like haughty man 

With suicidal hand 

Putting His solace by : 

But as at first, thine all-pervading look 
Saw from Thy Father's bosom to th' abyss, 

Measuring in calm presage 

The infinite descent ; — 
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So to the end, though now of mortal pangs 
Made heir, and emptied of Thy gloiy awhile. 

With nnaverted eye 

Thou meeteat all the storm. 



" BEHOLD, HE PRAYETH ! 



»» 



Sweet is the prayer, whose holy stream 

In earnest pleading flows ; 
Devotion dwells upon the theme. 

And warm and warmer grows : — 

Faith grasps the blessings she desires ; 

Hope points the upward gaze ; 
And love, celestial love inspires 

The eloquence of praise. 

But sweeter far the still small voice, 

Heard by no human ear ; 
When God has made the heart rejoice. 

And dried the bitter tear ; 

Deep in the Bethel of the heart, 

Unearthly feelings throb ; 
They cannot into language start, 

Their only vent, a sob. 
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No accents flow, no words ascend. 
All ntteranoe fidleth there ; 

But sainted spirits comprehend. 
And God accepts, the prayer. 
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THE PEACE OF GOD, WHICH PASSETH ALL UNDER- 
STANDING." 



The world with stones, instead of bread, 

Our hungry sonls has often fed ; 

It promised health, — in one short hour 

Perished the fair but fragile flower ; 

It promised riches, — in a day 

They made them wings and fled away ; 

It promised friends, — all sought their owh, 

And left my widowed heart alone. 



Lord ! with the barren service spent, 
To Thee my suppliant knee I bent ; 
And found in Thee a Father's grace, 
His hand. His heart, His faithfrdness ; 
The voice of peace, the smile of love, 
The bread which feeds the saints above ; 
And tasted in this world of woe, 
A joy its children never know. 



*' FOOLS MAKE A MOCK AT SIN !" 



Who laughs at sin, laughs at his Maker's frowns ; 

Laughs at the sword of vengeance o'er his head ; 
Laughs at the great Eedeemer's tears and wounds, 

Who, but for sin, had never wept or bled. 

Who laughs at sin, laughs at the numerous woes 
WTiich have the guilty world so oft befel ; 

Laughs at the whole creation's groans and throes, — 
At all the spoils of death, and pains of hell. 

Who laughs at sin, laughs at his own disease ; 

Welcomes approaching torments with his smiles ; 
Dares at his soul*s expense his fancy please. 

Affronts his God, himself of bliss beguiles. 

Who laughs at sin, sports at his guilt and shame ; 

Laughs at the errors of his senseless mind : 
For so absurd a fool, there wants a name, 

Expressive of a folly so reiined. 
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U£ KEEPETH THE FEET OF HIS SAINTS. 
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Thrice comfortable hope, 
That calms the troubled breast ; 
My Father's hand prepares the ci^, 
And what He wills is best. 



His skill infallible. 
His providential grace, 
His power and truth, that never fail, 
Shall order all my ways. 

The fancied powers of chance 
And fortune, I defy ; 
My lifers minutest circumstance 
Is subject to His eye. 

He hears the raven's call ; 
Nor can His children grieve, 
Nor can a worthless sparrow fall, 
Without my Father's leave. 
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O may I doubt no more, 
But in His pleasure rest ; 
Built on His love, His truth and power, 
My soul is truly blest : 



T* accomplish His design, 
All dark events agree ; 
And every attribute divine 
Is now at work for me. 
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HE HATH PREPARED FOR THEM A CITY. 
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Jerusalem, my happy borne ! 

Name ever dear to me, 
When shall my labours have an end, 

In joy, and peace, and thee ! 

When shall these eyes Thy heaven-built walls 

And pearly gates behold ? 
Thy bulwarks with salvation strong. 

And streets of shining gold P 

O when, thou city of my Gt)d, 

Shall 1 thy courts ascend. 
Where congregations ne'er break up, 

And sabbaths have no end ? 



There happier bowers than Eden's, bloom, 

Nor sin nor sorrow know : 
Blest seats ! through rude and stormy scenes, 

I onward press to you. 
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Why should I shrmk at pain and woe. 

Or feel at death dismay ? 
Fve Canaan's goodly land in view. 

And realms of endless day. 

ApostleSy martyrs, prophets, there, 
Aronnd my Saviour stand ; 

And soon my friends in Christ below. 
Will join the glorious band. 



Jerusalem ! my happy home ! 

My soul still pauts for thee ; 
Then shall my labours have an end. 

When I thy joys shall sec. 



THOU IN FAITHFULNESS HAST AFFLICTED ME. 



God's furnace doth in Zion stand, 

But Zion's God stands by, 
As the refiner views his gold, 

With an observant eye. 

His thoughts are high, His love is wise. 

His wounds a cure intend ; 
And though He doth not always smile. 

He loves unto the end. 

Thy love is constant to its line. 
Though clouds oft come between ; 

Oh ! could my faith but pierce those clouds, 
It might be always seen. 

But I am weak, and forced to cry. 

Take up my soul to Thee ; 
Then, as Thou ever art the same. 

So shall I also be. 



THE MAID IS NOT DEAD, BUT 8LEEPETH. 



Left in her litUe room alone. 
The Buler*s child lay stiff and dead, 

While, vainly warm, the Syrian son 
Played round her cold and silent bed ; 

While, vainly soft, from Judah's hills 
Sighed through the lattice the soft air. 

That could not move the close white lip, 
Nor heave again the bosom fair. 

The voice of angidsh and despair 
Is loud within the chamber near, 

Of them lamenting bitterly 

Her early doom with groan and tear. 

Her mother maketh grievous moan : — 
•* Ah ! had the sire more swiftly sped, 

And brought the mighty Prophet here 
Ere the last lingering breath was fled ! 
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What now avails that far away 

Comes o'er the plain his hastening tread ! 
Gt) tell him that he trouble not 

The Master more ; my child is dead." 

Dead ! is all o'er when that is said ? 

Are hope, and tmst, and comfort, gone ? 
The servant tells the weeping sire, 

And yet the Prophet journeys on. 

He stands amid the mourning throng ; 

" Why do ye make this bitter cry ? 
The damsel is not dead, she sleeps," 

They laugh in scorn, — they saw her die. 

Yea, but they see not the strong power 
For life and death that standeth by. 

Nor read the awful Godhead veiled 
Beneath that meekly patient eye. 

Gt) forth, then, unbelieving throng ; 

The three apostles, and the twain 
Who love so tenderly, alone 

Shall see her spirit come again. 

Now waken, waken, little maiden. 
His foot is on thy chamber-floor. 

The Lord God of the living cometh 
Thine earthly being to restore. 
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He takes her cold resistless hand : — 
*' Damsel, I say to thee, arise." 

Lo, life returns, with mantling flow. 
To cheek, and brow, and kindling eyes. 

She nseth up, she walketh forth, 
Her lip is red, her heart is warm ; 

He gives her to her mother's kiss. 
He gives her to her father's arm. 



Surely, we too have hope in sorrow. 
Who for our Christian brethren weep ; 

Christ is our Life and Resurrection ; 
They are not dead, they do but sleep. 
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THEY WERS FILLED WITH THE HOLY GHOST. 
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There was a little lowly upper room 
Witbin the walls of proud Jerusalem, 

Where met a few poor men in grief and gloom. 
Talking of Him who once had walked with them. 

There came a sound as of a rushing wind, 

And filled up all the place where they were met. 

And flaming figures of unwonted kind, 

Like tongues of fire, upon each brow were set. 

That was the promise of the Father, come 

To those who waited, mourning for their Lord ; 

And the closed lips, that were so dead and dumb. 
Are loosed at once to speak His precious Word. 



Then all the strangers from afar, who came 

From Asian shores, from Europe's fairer strands. 

From Afric*s deserts, wondering heard His name 
Li the dear language of their native lands. 
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Not now in fbnn dUtinct of flaming light 
Gomes that great Spirit on onr earth to dwell ; 

But, like the strong wind whispering ai night, 
Its mighty impulse is inTisible. 

Yet» to the lowly and obedient heart. 

In gentleness and might its breath shall come, 
Bidding the Christian choose the better part. 

Stirring with thought of his eternal home. 



O Lord, ascended ! from Thy glory's throne. 
On Thy baptised children kneeling lowly. 

Look down in mercy ! we woe made Thine own ; 
Give our poor hearts Thy Spirit strong and holy. 



I< 



THE DISCIPLE WHOM JESUS LOTED. 
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There lies a little lonely isle 
Where dark the salt waves run, 

And Grecian fisbers dry their nets 
Against the eastern sun ; 

And, many a hundred years ago, 

Within that island fair 
There dwelt an exiled Jewish man, 

A man of reverend air ; 

His eye was bright as setting suns. 

His aged form unbent ; 
The little children following, 

He blest them as he went. 

That head beloved, at supper-time 
Had leant on Jesus' breast ; 

That honored hand had taken home 
His mother for a guest. 
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That eye had seen in glorious trance 

Mysterious things to be. 
Wild visions of impending doom 

On heaven, and earth, and sea. 

His pen had writ of times to come^ 

Of dearer times by-gone ; 
He was the fisher's chosen son. 

The Lord's beloved St. John. 

And he had drank his Master's cup 

So long, so patiently. 
And now he lingered there, the last, 

Till Christ should set him free. 

I wish Fd lived in those old times, 
And been a Grecian child. 

To hear that old man's blessing kind. 
To meet him when he smiled. 

To hear the words of holy love 

That ever from his lips 
Fell gentle, as the evening dew 

The thirsty blossom sips. 

But love endureth through all age ; 

Nor time, nor distance drear, 
Divide the living and the dead 

Of Christ's communion dear. 
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For all His saints in Him are one ; 

The exile o'er the sea, — 
The child within his English home, — 

The struggling and the free. 

The good Saint John hath rest at last ; 

He wears the promised crown ; 
And still, by the dear Church he watched. 

His words are handed down. 



And we shall meet him, not as once, 

On that far island shore. 
But where apostles, martyrs, saints, 

Have peace for evermore. 



" oh! that I HAD W1N08 LIKE A DOVE !" 



My soul, amid this stormy world. 

Is like some flutter' d dove ; 
And fain would be as swift of wing, 

To flee to Him I love. 

The cords that bound my heart to earth 

Are broken by His hand : 
Before His cross I found myself, 

A stranger in the land. 

That visage marr'd, those sorrows deep. 

The vinegar and gall, 
Were Jesus* golden chains of love 

His captive to entliral I 

My heart is with Him on His throne, 

And ill can brook delay ; 
Each moment list'ning for the voice, — 

** Rise up, and come away." 
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With hope deferred, oft sick and faint, 
" Why tames He ? " I cry ; 

And should my Saviour chide my haste 
Sure I could make reply. 

May not an exile, Lord, desire, 
His own sweet land to see ? 

May not a captive seek release, — 
A prisoner to be free ? 

A child, when far away, may lon^ 
For home and kindred dear : 

And she that waits her absent Lord 
May sigh till He appear. 



I would, my Lord and Saviour, know, 
That which no measure knows ; 

Would search the mystery of Thylove,- 
The depth of all Thy woes. 
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CHRIST OUR PASSOVER IS SACRIFICED FOR US. 
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Why did the pasclial beast 

Of old for Israel bleed ? 
To be their safe-guard and their feast, 

To sprinkle and to feed. 

Dwell not, my searching soul, 

On ritual shadows now ; 
Christ is the Lamb all pure and whole, 

The ransom' d first-born thou. 

Now get thy house within, 
Slav, eat, anoint thv door ; 

The dread avenger comes not in 
To smite, but passeth o'er. 



He looks and calls from high, 
Art thou to die or live ? 

He hears the posts and lintels cry 
Forgive, forgive, forgive ! 
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I hear the accuser roar 

Of ills that I have done ; 
I know them well« and thousands more, 

Jehovah findeth none. 

Sin, Satan, death, press near. 

To harass and appal ; 
Let but my Advocate appear. 

Backward they go, and fall. 

Before, behind, around. 

They set their fierce array. 
To fight and force me from my ground. 

Along Emmanuel's way. 

I meet them face to face, 
Through Jesus' conquest blest ; 

March in the triumph of His grace. 
Bight onward to my rest. 

There in His book I bear, 

A more than conqueror's name, — 
A soldier, son, and fellow-heir, 

■Who fought and overcame. 

His be the victor's name. 
Who fought our fight alone ; 

Triumphant saints no honour claim, 
Their conquest was His own. 
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By weakness and defeat. 

He won the meed and crown ; 

Trod all our foes beneath His feet, 
By being trodden down. 

He, hell, in hell laid low ; 

Made sin. He sin o'erthrew ; 
Bowed to the grave, destroyed it so. 

And death, by dying, slew. 



Bless, bless the conqueror slain ! 

Slain in His victory ! 
Who lived, who died, who lives again 

For thee. His church, for thee ! 
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YE ARE BOUGHT WITH A PRICE. 
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When ibis passing world is done, 
When has sunk yon glaring sun, 
When we stand with Christ in glory, 
Looking o'er life's finished story. 
Then, Lord, shall I fully know — 
Not till then — how much I owe. 

When I hear the wicked call 
On the rocks and hills to fall. 
When I see them start and shrink 
On the fiery deluge-brink, 
Then, Lord, shall I fully know — 
Not till then — how much I owe. 



When I stand before the throne 
Dressed in beauty not my own, 
When I see Thee as Thou art. 
Love Thee with unsinning heart, 
Then, Lord, shall I fully know — 
Not till then — ^how much I owe. 
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When the praise of Heaven I hear 
Loud as thunders to the ear, 
Loud as maoy waters' noise. 
Sweet as harp's melodious voice. 
Then, Lord, shall I fully know — 
Not till then — ^how much I owe. 



Even on earth, as through a glass. 
Darkly, let Thy glory pass, 
Make forgiveness feel so sweet. 
Make thy Spirit's help so meet. 
Even on earth. Lord, make me know 
Something of how much I owe. 



Chosen, not for good in me ; 
Wakened up from wrath to flee ; 
Hidden in the Saviour's side ; 
By the Spirit sanctified ; 
Teach me. Lord, on earth to show, 
By my love, how much I owe. 



Oft I walk beneath the cloud, 
Dark as midnight's gloomy shroud ; 
But, when fear is at the height, 
Jesus comes, and all is light ; 
Blessed Jesus ! bid me show 
Doubting saints how much I owe. 
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When in flowery paths I tread, 

Oft by sin I'm captive led ; 

Oft I fall— but still arise— 

The Spirit comes — ^the tempter flies ; 

Blessed Spirit ! bid me show 

Weary sinners all I owe. 



Oft the nights of sorrow reign, — 
Weeping, sickness, sighing, pain ; 
But a night thine anger bums, — 
Morning comes and joy returns ; 
God of comforts ! bid me show 
To thy poor, how much I owe. 
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THOU SHALT STAND IK THY LOT AT THE END OF 

THY DAYS." 



Knei.l of departed years, 

Thy voice is sweet to me ; 
It wakes no sad foreboding fears. 
Calls forth no sympathetic tears, 
Timers restless course to see ; 
From hallowed ground 
1 hear the sound, 
Diif using through the air a holy calm around. 

Tliou art the voice of love ; 

To chide each doubt away ; 
And as thy murmur faintly dies. 
Visions of past enjoyment rise 
In long and bright array ; 
I hail the sign 
Tliat love divine 
Will o'er my future path in cloudless mercy shine. 
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Thou Brt the voice of hope ; 

The music of the spheres, 

A song of blessings yet to come, 

A herald froiD my future home. 

My soul delighted hears : 

By sin deceived. 

By nature grieved. 

Still am I uearer rest than when ] first believed. 

Thou art the voice of life : 

A sound which seems to say, 
O prisoner in thb gloomy vale, 
Thy flesh shall ^nt, thy heart shall fail ; 
Yet fairer scenes thy spirit hail 
That cannot pass away ; 
Here grief and pain 
Thy steps detain. 
There, in the image of the Lord, shalt thou with Jesus 
reign. 
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